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COMEDY OF ERRORS.

ACT I. SCENE I.

A hall in the Duke's palace.

Enter Duke, ^GEON, Gaoler, Oncers, and othtr

Attendants.

Mge. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall.

And, by the doom of death, end woes and all.

Duke. Merchant of Sjracusa, plead no more;
1 am not partial to infringe our laws :

The enmity and discord, which of late

Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your dute
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,

—

Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives.

Have sealed his rigorous statutes ivith their bloods,

—

Excludes all pity from our threat'ning loolts.

For, since the mortal and intestine jars

'Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us.

It hath in solemn synods been decreed>

Both by the Syracusans and ourselves.

To admit no traffick to our adverse towns:
Nay, more,
If any, bom at Ephesus, be seen
At any Syracusan marts and fairs.

Again, if any Syracusan bom
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies.

His goods confiscate to the duke's dispose;

Unless a thousand marks be levied.

To quit the penalty, and to ransom him.
Thy substance, valued at the highest i-ate,

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ;

Therefore by law thou art condemn'd to die.

^ge. Yet this my comfort ; when your words are

done,

My woes eud likewse with the evening sun.
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Duke. Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the cause
Why thou depanedst from thy native home

;

And for what cause thou cam'st to Ephesus.
^ge. A heavier task could not have beenimpos'd^

Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable

:

Yet, that the world may witness, that my end
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence,
I'll utter what my sorrow gives me leave.
In Syiacusa was 1 born ; and wed
Unto a woman, happy but for me.
And by me too, had not our hap been bad.
With her I liv'd in joy ; our wealth inereas'd.
By prosperous voyages I often made
To Epidamnum, *till my factor's death;
And he' (great care of goods at random left)

Drew me from kind embracements of ray spouses
From whom ray absence was not six months old.
Before herself (almost at fainting under
The pleasing punishment that women bear,)
Had made provision for her following me.
And soon, and safe, arrived where I was.
There she had not been long, but she became-
A joyful mother of two goodly sons

;

And, which was strange, the one so like the olher,^

As could not he distinguish'd but by names.
That very hour, and in the selfsame inn,

A poor m£an woman was delivered
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike:
Those, for their parents were exceeding poor,
I bought, and brought up to attend my sons.

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys.
Made daily motions for our home return:
Unwilling I agreed

;
alUs, too soon.

W'e came aboard

:

A league from Epidamnum had we sail'd.

Before the always-wind-obeying deep
Gave any tragic instance of our harm:
But longer did we not retain much hope ;

i

For what obscured light the heavens aid grant
Did but convey unto our fearful minds
A doubtful warrant of immediate death

;

Which, though myself would gladly have embrac'd,.
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife.
Weeping before for what she saw must come.
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes.
That mourn'd for fashion, ignorant what to fear^^

Forc'd me to seek delays for them and m»t
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And this it was,—for other means was none.

—

The sailors sought for safety by our boat.

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us

:

My wife, more careful for the latter-born.

Had fasten'd him unto a small spare mast.

Such as sea-faring men provide for storms
;

To him one of the other twins was bound.
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other.

The children thus dispos'd, my wife and I,

Fixing our eyes on wnom our care was fix'd>

FastenM ourselves at either end the mast

;

And floating straight, obedient to the stream.

Were carried towards Coiinth, as we thought.

At length the sun, gazing upon the earth,

Dispers'd those vapours that offended us

;

And, by the benefit of his wish'd light.

The seas wax'd calm, and we discovered

Two ships from far making amain to us.

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this

;

But ere they came,—O, let me say no more f

Gather the sequel by that went before.

Duk&. Nay, forward, old man, do not break off so ;

For we may pity, thoui^h not pardon thee.

Mge. O, had the gods done so^ I had not now
Worthily lemi'd them merciless to us !

For, ere the ships could meet by twice- five Itagues^

We were encountev'd by a mighty rock ;

Which being violently borne upon.
Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst.

So that, in this unjust divorce of us.

Fortune had left to both of us alike

What to delight in, what to sorrow for.

Her part, poor soul ! seeming as burdened
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe,
Was carried with more speed before the wind;
And in our sight they three were taken up
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought.

At length, another ship had seiz'd on us

;

And, kno-iving whom it was their hap to save.

Gave helpful welcome to their shipwreck'd guests;

And would have reft the fishers of their prey.

Had not their bark been very slow of sail.

And therefore homeward did they bend theit

course.

—

Thus have you heard me sever'd from my bliss
;

That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd.

To tell sad etories of my own mishaps.



6 COMEDY OF ERRORS. Actl.

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrowest for.

Do me the favour to dilate at full

What hath befall'n of them, and thee, till now.
^ge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care.

At eighteen years became inquisitive

After his brother; and imp6rtun*d me.
That his attendant, (for his case was like.

Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,)
Might bear him company in the quest of him

:

Whom whilst I labour'd of a love to see,

I hazarded the loss of whom I lov'd.
Five summers have 1 spent in furthest Greece,
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia,
And, casting homeward, came to Ephesus

;

Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought.
Or that, or any place that harbours men.
But here must end the story of my life;

And happy were I in my timely death.
Could all my travels warrant me they live.

Duke. Hapless j^geon,vi'hom the fates have mavk'd
To bear the extremity of dire mishap !

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws.
Against my crown, my oath, my dignity.

Which princes, would they, may not disannul^
My soul should sue as advocate for thee.

But, though thou art adjudged to the death.
And passed sentence may not be recall'd.

But to our honour's great disparagement.
Yet will I favour thee in what I can

:

Therefore, merchant, I'll limit thee this day.
To seek thy help by beneficial help :

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus
;

Beg thou, or borfow, to make up the sum.
And live ; if not, then thou art doom'd to die :—
Gaoler, take him to thy custody.

Gaot. I will, my lord.

^ge. Hopeless^ and helpless, doth jiEgeon wend.
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. \Ea:cunt.

SCENE II.

A publick place.

Enter ANTIPHOLUS and DROMIO of Syracuse-^

and a MerckaRt.

Mer. Therefore, give out, you are of Epidamnum>
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate.

This very day, a Syracusan merchant



Be. 2. COMEDY OF ERRORS. 7

Is apprehended for arrival here ;

;And, not being able to buy out his life.

According to the statute of the town,

Dies ere the weary sun set in the west.

There is your money, that I had to keep.

Ant.S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we host,

And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee.

Within this hour it will be dinnar-time
;

Till that, I'll vieM' the manners of the town.

Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings.

And then return, and sleep within mine inn

;

For with loni; travel I am stiff and weary.

Get thee away.
Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your word.

And go indeed, having so good a mean.
[_Ea'U Dro. S.

Ant. S. A trusty villain, sir ; that very oft.

When I am dull with care and melancholy.

Lightens my humour with his merrj' jests.

What, you wsdk with me about the town.

And then go to my inn, and dine with me ?

Mer. I am invited, sir. to certain merchants.

Of whom I hope to make much benefit

;

I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o'clock.

Please you, I'll meet with you upon the mart,

And afterwards consort you till bed-time ;

My present business calls me from you now-

Ant, S. Farewell till then ; I will go lose myself.

And wander up and down, to view the city.

Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content.

\_ExU Merthant.

Ant. S. He, that commends me to mine own
content, ' -

Commends me to the thing I cannot get.

I to the world am like a drop of water,

That in the ocean seeks another drop

;

Who, failing there to find his fellow forth.

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself;

So I, to find a mother, and a brother,

. In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself.

' Enter DROMIO of Ephesus.

Here comes the almanack of my trtie date.

—

What now ? How chance, thou art return'd so soon?

Dro. E. Return'd so soon ! rather approach'd too

late

:

The capon burns, the pig falla from the spit

;
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The clock hath stnicken twelre upon the bellMy mistress made it one upon my cheek :

'

She is so hot, because the meat is cold
;The meat is cold, because you come not home

You come not home, because you have no stomach •

You have no stomach, having broke your fast
But we, that know what 'tis to fast and pray,'
Are penitent for your default to-day.

S. Stopinyour wind, sir; tell me thisjprav
Where have you left the money, that I gave ynv '

£>rQ. E. 0,—sixpence, that 1 had o'Wednesd u-
last, '

To pay the saddler for my mistress' crupper
The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not.

'

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour now

:

Tell me, and dally not, where is the money?We being strangers here, how dar'sl thou trust
t»o great a charge from thine own custody?
pro.E. I pray you, jest, air, as you sit at dinners

i from my mistress come to you in post;
If I return, I shall be post indeed

;

For she will score your fault upon my pate.
Methinks, your maw, like mine, should be vour

clock,

And strike you Tiome without a messenger.
Ant. S. Come^ Dromio, come, these jests are

out of season

;

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this :

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ?
Dro. E

.
To me, sir ? why, you gave no gold to me.

Ant. S. Come on, sir knave, have done your*
foolishness.

And tell me how thou hast disposed thy charge.
pro.E. My charge was but to fetch you from

the mart
Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner;My misti-ess, and her sister, stay for you.
Ani. Now, as I am a christian, answer me.

In what safe place you have dispos'd my money

;

Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours.
That stands on tricks when I am undisnos'd :

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ?
Bra. E

.
I have some marks of yours upon my pate,

.Some of my mistress' marks upon my shoulders,
Bat not a thousand marks between you both.—
If r should pay your worship those again.
Perchance, you will not bear them patiently.
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Ant. S. Thy mistress' marks ! what mistress,
slave, hast thou ?

Dro. E. Your worship's wife, my mistress at the
Phoenix

;

She that doth fast, till you come home to dinner.
And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner.
Ant. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my

face,

Beitig forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave.
£/ru.B. What mean you, sir 'f for God's sake,

hold your hands

;

Nay, an you will not, sir, I'll take my heels.

[Ejfit Dro. E.
Ant. S. Upon my life, by some device or other.

The villain is o'er-raught of all my money.
They say, this town is full of cozenage

;

As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye,
D^irk-working sorcerers, that change the mind,
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body

;

Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks.
And many such like liberties of sin :

If it prove so, I will be gone tl\e sooner.
I'll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave;
I greatly fear, my money is not safe. [^Efit.

ACT ir. SCENE I.

A publick place.

Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA.
Adr. Neither my husband, nor the slave return'd.

That in such haste I sent to seek his master

!

Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock.
Luc. Perhaps, some merchant hath invited him,

And from th,e mart he's somewhere gone to dinner.
Good sister, let us dine, and never fret

:

A man is master of his liberty :

Time is their master; and, when they see time.
They'll go, or come : If so, be patient, sister.
Adr. Why should their liberty than ours be more f
Luc. Because their business still lies out o'door.
Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill.

Luc. O, know, he is the bridle of your will.
Adr. There's none, but asses, will be bridled so.
Luc. Why, headstrong liberty is lash'd with woe.

There's nothing, situate under heaven's eye.
But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky :

67
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The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls,

Are their miiles' subject, and at their controls :

Men, more divine, tbe masters of all these,

Lords of the wide world, and wild watry seas.

Indued with intellectual sense and souls,

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls.

Are masters to their females, and their lords :

Then let your will attend on their accords.

Adr. This servitude makes you to keep unwed.
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage bed.

Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear
some sway.

Luc. Ere I learn love, I'll practise to obey.
Adr, How if your husband start some other where 7

Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear.

^clr. Patience, unmov'd, no marvel though sha

pause

;

They can be meek, that have no other cause.

A wretched soul, bruis'd with adversity.

We bid be quist, when we hear it cry

;

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain,

As much, or more, we should ourselves complain

:

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee,

With urging helpless patience would'st relieve

me :

But, if thou live to see like right bereft,

This fool-begg'd patience in thee will be left.

Luc. Well, I will marry one day, but to try;—
Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh.

Enter DROMIO of Ephesus.

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand 1

Dro. E. Nay, he is at two hands with me, and
that my two ears can witness.

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him? know'st

thou his mind ?

Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear t

Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it.

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not

feel his meaning?
Dro. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too

well feel his blows ; and withal so doubtfully,

that I could scarce understand them,
Adr. But say, I pr'ythee, is he coming home?

It seems, he hath great care to please his wife.

^0. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is horiv*

mad-

1
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^dr. Hora-madj thou villain?'

Vro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad
; but, sure, he's

stark-mad :

AVhen I desir'd him to come home to dinner.
He ask'd me for a thousand marks in gold :

* Tis dinner-time, quoth I ; My gold, quoth he :

Your tneal doth burn, quoth I j Afy gold, quoth he :

tVill ifou come home9 quoth I : Mr/ gold, quoth he

:

fVhtre is the thousand murks / gave thee, villain 9
The pig, quoth I, is burned

;
Ali/ gold, quoth he :

A/v mistress, sir, quoth I
;
Hang up thy mistress s

J knoio not thy mistress
'y
out on thy mistress/

Luc. Quoth who?
Dro.E. Quoth my master

:

I know, quoth he, no house, no wife, no mistress;—
So that my errand, due \mto my tongue,
I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders

;

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there.

yfdr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him
home.

Dro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten home T

For God's sake, send some other messenger,
Adr, Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across.
Dro. E. And he will bless that cross with other

beating :

Between you I shall have a holy head.
Adr. Hence, prating peasant ; fetch thy master

home.
Dro. E. Am I so round with you, as you with me.

That like a football you do spurn me thus ?

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither :

Jf I last in this service, you must case me in lea-

ther. [Earit.

Z.UC. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face !

Adr. His company must do his minions grace.
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look.
Hath homely age the alluring beauty took
From my poor cheek? then he hath wasted it:

Are my discourses dull / barren my wit ?

If voluble and sharp discourse be marr'd,
Unkindness blunts it, more than marble hard.
Do their gay vestments his attections bait?

That's not my fault, he's master of my state

:

What ruins are in me, that can be found
By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground
Of my defeatures : My decayed fair

A SHuny look of his would soon repair ; ^
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But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale,
And feeds from home

; poor I am but his stale.
Luc. Self-harming jealousy !—fie, beat it hence.
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dis-

pense.
I know his eye doth homage otherwhere

j

Or else, what lets it but he would be here 7

Sister, you know, he promis'd me a chain ;

—

Would that alone alone he would detain,
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed

!

I see, the jewel, best enamelled.
Will lose his beauty ; and though gold 'bides still.

That others touch, yet often touohing will
Wear gold : and so no man, that hath a name,
But falsehood and corruption doth it shame.
Since that my beauty caimot please his eye, 1
1*11 weep what's left away, and weeping die.

f
Luc. How many fond fools serve madjealousy !

-J

\ExtunU

SCENE II.

The same.

Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse.

Ant. S. I'he gold, I gave to Dromio, is laid up
Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave
Is wander'd forth, in care to seek me out.
By computation, and mine host's report,
I could not speak with Dromio, since at first
I sent liim from the mart : See, here he comes.

Enter DROMIO of Syracuse.

How now, sir ? is your merry humour alterM I

As you love strokes, so jest with me again.
You know no Centaur? you receiv'd no gold?
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner?
My house was ai the Phoenix ? Wast thou mad,
That thus so madly thou didst answer me ?

Dro. S. What answer, sir f when spake I such a
word ?

yfnt.S. Even now,even here, not half an hour since^

Dro.S. I did not see you since you sent me hence,
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me.

.^nt. S. Villain, thou didst deny the Mld's receipt;
And told'st me of a mistress, and a dinner

;

For w-hich. I hope, thou felt'st I was displeas'd.
Dro. S. J ara glad to see you in this mei-ry vein

;
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What means this jest? I pray you, master, tell me.
^nt. S. Yea, dost thou jeer, and flout me in the

teeth ?

Tliinlt'stthou I jest? Hold, take thou that, and that.

{^Beating kbn.

Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God's sake : now yotir jest

is earnest

:

Upon what bargain do you give it me ?

^Int. S. Because that I familiiirly sometimes
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you.
Your sauciness will jest upon my love,

And make a common of my serious hours.
When the sun shines, let foolish gnats make spcrt,

But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams
If you will jest with me, know my aspect.

And fashion your demeanour to my looks,

Or I will beat this method in your sconce.

Dro. S. Sconce, call you it? so you would leave

battering, I had rather have it a head : an you use
these blows long, I must get a sconce for my head,
and insconce it too ; or else I shall seek my wit in

my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten?
Ant. S. Dost thou not know?
Dro. S. Nothing, sir ; but that I am beaten.

Ant. S. Shall 1 tell you why ?

Dro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore; for, they say,

every why hath a wherefore,
Ant. S. Why, first, for flouting me ; and then,

wherefore,

—

For urging it the second time to me.
Dro, S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out

of season ?

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither

rhyme nor reason ?

—

Well, sir, I thank you.
Ant. S Thank me, sir ? for what ?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something, that yoa
gave me for nothing.

Ant. S. I'll make you amends next, to give you
nothing for something. But say, sir, is it dinner
time ?

Dro.S. No, sir; I think,the meat wants that,I have.
Ant. S. In good time, sir, what's that?

Dro. S. Basting.
Ant. S. Well, sir, then 'twill be dry.

Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of it.

Ani. S, Your reason f
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Bro. S. Lest it make you cholerick, and purchaseme another dry basting.
Ant S. Well sir, learn to jest in good time;There's a time for all things.

'

Dro S. I durst have denied that, before you wen
so cholerick. '

Ant. S. By what rule, sir ?
Dro. S Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as tfas

plain bald pate of father Time himself
Ani. S. Let's hear it.

Bro S. There's no time for a man to recover hit
hair, that grows bald by nature.
Aat. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery'
Uro. 6. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and re-

cover the lost haar of another man.
Ant. 5. VVhy is Time such a niggaiti of hair,

being, as it is, so plentiful an excrement I

Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he bestows
OQ beasts : and what he hath scanted men in hair,
ne hath given them in wit.
Ant. S. Why, but there's many a man hath

more hau- than wit.
Dto. S. Not a man of those, but ha hath the wit

to lose his hair.

Aat S. Why, thou dost conclude hairy men
plain dealers without wit.

Dro. S. The plainer dealer, the sooHer lost: Yrt
he loseth it in a kind of jollity.
Ant. S. For what reason
Dro. S, For two ; and sound ones too.
Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you.
Dro. S. Sure ones then.
Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.
Dro. S. Certain ones then.
Ant. S. Name them.
Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he

spends in tiring ; the other, that at dinner they
should not drop in his porridge.
Ani. S. You would all this time have proved

there is no time for all things.
Bro. S. Marry, and did, sir; namely, no time to

recover hair lost by nature.
Ant. S. But your reason was not substantial,

why there is no time to recover.
Bro. S. Thus I mend it : Time himself is bald,

and therefore, to the world's end, will have bald
fellowers.
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j4nt. S- I Vnew it would be a bald conclusion:

But soft! -vvho wafts us yonder?

Enicr ADRIANA and LUCIANA.

y4dr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and frown

;

Some other mistress hath thy sweet asptcts,

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife.

The time was once,when thou unnrg'd would'stvow.

That never words were musick to thine ear,

That never object pleasing in thine eye,

That never touch well-welcome to thy hand.

That never meat sweet-savour'd in thy taste,

Unless I spalce, look'd, touch'd, or carv'd to thee.

How comes it now', ray husband, ob, how comes it.

That thou art then estranged from thyself?

Thyself I call it, being strange to me.

That, undividable, incorporate,

Am better than thy dear self's better part.

Ah, do not tear aivay thyself from me
;

For know, my love, as easy may'st thou fall

A drop of water in the breaking gulf.

And take unraingled thence that drop again.

Without addition, or diminishing,

As take from me thyself, and not me too.

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick,

Shouldst thou but hear ! were licentious ?

And that this body, consecrate to thee,

By ruffian lust should be contaminate?

Wouldst thou not spit at me, and spurn at me.

And hurl the name of husband in my face,

And tear the staiii'd skin off my harlot brow.

And from my false hand cut the wedding ring.

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ?

I know thou canst ; and therefore, see, thou do it.

I am possessed of an adulterate blot
;

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust

:

For, if we two be one, and thou play false,

I do digest the poison of thy flesh.

Being strumpeted by thy contagion.

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed

;

I live dis-stain'd, thou undishonoured.

Ant.S. Plead you to me, fair dame? I k-now

you not

:

In Ephesus I am but two hours old,

As strange unto your town, as to your talk

;

Who, every word by all my wit being scami d.

Want wit in all one word to understand.
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Luc. Fie, brother ! how the world is chan::'d
with you :

"

When were you wont to use my sister thus ?
£)he sent for you by Dromio home to dinner
Ant. S. By Dromio?
Dro: S. By me ?

Adr. By thee
; and this thou didst return from

him,

—

That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows
Denied my house fos his, me for his wife.

Ant. S. Did you converse, sir, with this gentle-woman ?
°

What is the course and drift af your compact?
Dro. S. I, sir t I never saw her till this time.
f^^l- S. Villain, thou liest ; for even hervery words

Didst thou deliver to me on the mart.

o "iT^ ^P^'^^ ^'^^^ n»y life-
Ani. 6.II0W can she thus then call us by our names,

Unless It be by inspiration 7

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity.
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave.
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ?Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt.
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt,
t^ome, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine :

Thou art an elm, my husband, 1 a vine
;Whose weakness, married to thy stronger state.

Makes me with thy strength to communicate:
Jf aught possess thee from me, it is dross.
Usurping ivy, briar, or idle moss

;Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion
Infect thv sap, and live on thy confusion,
Aat. S. To me she speaks

; she moves aw for
her theme

;

What, was I married to her in my dream 7
Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this ?What error drives our eyes and eaia amiss ?
Until I know this sure uncertainty,
I'll entertain the offer'd fallacy.
Luc. Dromio,go bid the servants spread fo.r dinner.
Uro. 6. O, for my beads ! I cross me for a sinner.

I his is the fairy laud O, spite of spites !—M e talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites :
If we obey them not, this will ensue,
They'll suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue
Liec.Why prat'st thou to thyself,and answer'stuot?

JJromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot 1
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Dro. S. I am transformed, master, am not I !

j4nt. S. I think, thou art, in mind, and so am I.

Dro. S. Nay,master,both in mind,and in my shape.
j^nt. S. TJiou hast thine own form.

IJro. S- No, I am an ape.

Luc. If thou art chang'd to aught, 'tis to an ass.

Dro.S. '1'is true; she rides me,and I long for grass.

*Tis so, I am an ass ; else it could never be.

But I should know her as well as she knows me.
y^dr. Come, come, no longer will 1 be a fool.

To put the finger in the eye and weep.
Whilst man, and master, laugh my woes to scorn.—
Come, sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate :

—

Husband, I'll dint; above with you to-day.

And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks :

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master.

Say, he dines forth, and let no creature enter.

—

Come, sister :—Dromio, play the porter well.

j4nt. ^. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell?

Sleeping or waking? mad, or well-advis'd ?

Known unto these, and to myself disguis'd !

I'll say as they say, and perstver so.

And in this mist at all adventures go.

Dro. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate?
^rfr . Ay; and let none enter, lest I break yourpate.

Luc. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late.

ACT III. SCENE I.

same.

Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Epkesus, DROMIO of
JCphesus, ANGELO, and B.\LTH AZAR.

^ni. E. Good signior Angelo, you must excuse

us all

;

My wife is slirewish when I keep not hours

:

Say, that I linger'd with you at your shop.

To see the making of her carkanet.

And that to-morrow you will bring it home.
But here's a villain, that would face me down
He met me on the mart ; and that I beat him.

And charg'd him with a thousand marks in gold

;

And that I did deny my wife and house :
—

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by this ?

Dro. R. Say what you will, sir, but I know what
I know :

That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand
to show:
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If the skin were parchment, and the blows vou

gave were ink,
Your own handwriting would tell you what I think.

j^nt. E. I think, thou art an ass.
Dto. E. Many, so it doth appearBy the wrongs I suffer, and the blows I bear

I should kick, beina: kick'd
; and, being at that pass.You would keep from my heels, and beware ofan ass.

Ant. E You are sad, signior Balthazar: 'Pray
God, our cheer

May answer my good will, and your good welcome
here.

Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your
welcome dear.

Ant. E. O, signior Balthazar,either at flesh or fish,A table full oi welcome makes scarce one dainty dish
Bal. Good meat, sir, is common: that every

churl affords.
Ant. E. And welcome more common ; for that's

nothing but words.
Bal. Small cheer, and great welcome, makes a

merry feast.

Ant.E. Ay, to a niggardly host, and more
sparmg guest :

,But though my cates be mean,take them in good part;
Better cheer may you have, hut not with better heart. !

But, soft
;
my door is lock'd ; Go hid them let ua in.

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian.
Jen'

!

Dro. S. \^JVithin.'\ Mome, malt-horse, capon,
coxcomb, ideot, patch !

Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the
hatch :

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'stfor
such store.

When one is one too many?Go,get theefrom the door.
Dro.E. What patch is made our porter? My

master stays in the street.
Dro. S. Let him walk from whence he came,

lest he catch cold on's feet.
Ant

.
E. Who talks within there? ho,open the door.

I>ro.S. Right, sir, I'll tell you when, an you'll
tell me wherefore.

^^^E. Wheref6re ? for my dinner; I have not
din'd to day.

Dro, S. Nor to-day here you must not; come
again, when you may.
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^nt. K. What art thou, that keep'st me out from
the house I owe ?

Dro. S. The porter for this time, sir, and my
name is Dromio.

Bro. K. O villain, thou hast stolen hotlx mine
office and my name

;

The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle

blame.
If thou had'st been Dromio to-day in my place.

Thou would'st have chang'd thy face for a name, or

thy name for an ass.

Luce. SJVithin ] What a coil is there ! Dromio,

who are those at the gate \

Dro. E. Let my master in. Luce.
Luce. Faith no ; he comes too late ;

Anil so tell your master,

Dro. E. 0 Lord, I must laiigh

Have at you with a proverb.—Shall I set in my
staff?

Luce. Have at you with another : that's,—When?
can you tell ?

Dro. S. If thy name be called Luce, Luce, thou

hast answer'd him well.

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion 1 youll let us

ill, I hope X

Luce. I thought to have ask'd vou.

Dro. E. So, come, help ; well struck ; there was
blow for blow.

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in.

Luce. Can you tell for whose sake ?

Dro.E. Master, knock the door hard.

Ant. E. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the

door down.
Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of stocks

in the town ?

Adv. [//7Min.] Who is that at the door, that

keeps all this noise ?

Dro. S. By my troth, your town is troubled with

unruly boys.

Ant. E. Are you there, wife ? you might hav*

come before.

Adr. Your wife, sir knave ! go, get you from the

door.

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this knav*
would go sore.

Dro. S.

Luce. Let him knock till it ake.
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Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome •

we would tain have either.
Bal. In debating which was best, we shall nart

with neither.
Dro.E. They stand at the door, master; bid them

welcome hither.
Ant. B. There is something in the wind, that we

cannot get m.
Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your crar-

ments were thin.
Your cake here is warm withm

; you stand here in
the cold :

It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so
bought and sold.

Ant.E, Go, fetch me something, I'll break one
the gate. ^

Dro. S. Break any breaking here, and I'll break
your knave's pate.

Dro. E. A man may break a word with you, sir •

and words are but wind
;Ay, and break it iu yoar face, so he break it not

behmd.
Dro.S. It seems thou wantest breakint' : Out

upon thee, hind

!

Dro. E. Here's too much, out upon thee ! I pray
thee, let me in.

^ro. S Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and
nsh have no fin.

Ant
.
K

.
Well, t'H break in ; Go borrow me a crow.

Dro. A. A crow without a feather; master, mean
you so ?

For a fish without a fin, there's a fowl without a
feather

:

If a crow help us in, sirrah, we'll pluck a crow
togethe^r.

Ane. E. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow.
tiai. Have patience, sir ; O , let it not be so :

Herein you war against your reputation.
And draw within the compass of suspect
The unviolated honour of your wife.
Once this,—Your long experience of her wisdom.
Her sober virtue, years, and modesty.
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown:
And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuseWhy at this time the doors are made against you.Ha rul d by me

; depart in patience.
And let us to the Tiger all to dinner:
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And, about evening, come yourself alone,

'To know the reason of this strange restraint.

If liy strong hand you offer to break in.

Now ill the stirring j)assage of the day,

A vulj;ar comment will he made on it ;

And that supposed by the common rout

Against your yet ungalled estimation.

That may with foul intrusion enter in,

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead :

For slander lives upon succession
;

For ever hous'd, where it once gets pOKsession.

^nt. E. You have prevailed ; I will depart in quie<,

And, in despight of mirth, mean to be merry.

I know a wench of excellent discourse,

—

Pretty and witty ; wild, and, yet too, gentle

There will we dine : this woman that I mean.

My wife (but, I protest, without desert,)

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal;

To her will we to dinner.—Get you home.
And fetch the chain

;
by this, I know, 'tis made !

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine ;

For there's the house ; that chain will I bestow

(Be it for nothing but to spite my wife,)

Upon mine hostess there: good sir, make haste :

Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me,

I'll knock elsewhere, to see if they'll disdain me.

j4ng. ril meet you at that place, some hour hence.

^nt. E. Do so ; this jest shall cost me some ex-

pense. [Exeunt.

SCENE ir.

The same.

Enter LUCIANAondANTIPHQLUS oy ^yracasc.

Luc. And may it be, that you have quite forgot

A husband's office 1 shall, Antipholus, hate.

Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot?

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinate?

If you did wed my sister for her wealth,

Then, for her wealth's sake, use her with more
kindness :

Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth
;

MufRe your false love with some show of blindness:

Let not my sister read it in your eye

;

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator

;

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty
\

Apparel vice like virtus'a harbinger

;



22 COMEDY OF ERRORS. Act 3.

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be taiuted :leach sin the carriage of a lioly saint •

Be seciet-false
: What need she be acqiainled fWhat sirmilp tliii.f ^. . ,

is own attaint ?

th your bed.

''^ neea sn<

^
What simple thief brags of hi

'Tis double vv-rong, to truant witii your DeaAnd let her read it in thy looks at board";Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed
111 deeds are doubled with an evil word

Alas, poor women I mala! us but believe
Being compact of credit, that you love us,llMugh otlwrs have the ai-m, show us the sleeve •

Th, ° y?"' """'wn t""-. and you may move us.Then, gentle brother, get you in again
.J:-""'?" "'7 sister, cheer her, call her wife
1 IS holy sport, to he a little vain.
When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife
^nl. i Sweet mistress, (what your name is else.

1 know not.
Nor by what wonder you do hit on mine )

'
JJJ,5"""'''"'">''<«'ge,

and your grace, you show

Than our earth's wonder ; more than earth divine.
1 each me, dear creature, how to think and sneak -

Ijay open to my earthly gross conceit,
'

""S!"'?''"! ="<"s, feeble, shallow, weak,
Ihe folded meaning of your words' deceitA^inst my soul's pure truth why labour you,
io make it wander in an unknown field.'

™ f Soi ' would you create me new !
iransform me then, and to your power I'll yield.But if that I am 1, then well I kniw.
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine,

r«or to her b*;d no homage do I owe
;Far more, far more, to you do I decline.

V"'"?"
""^ ""'' "ei-maid, with thy note,

lo drown me in thy sister's flood of tears :

!>ing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote
ijiread o'er the silver waves thy golden hairs.And as a bed I'll take thee, and there lie

;And, in that glorious supposition, thinkMe gains by death, that hath such means to die -_
J^et love, being light, be drowned if he sink !

J.UC. What, are you mad, that you do reason so ?
^nt. i. Not mad, hut mated; how, I do not know.
J".' 'J, " springeth from your eye.Ml.i>. tor gazmg on your beams, fair sun, be-

ing by.

i
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iac. Gaze where you should, and that will clear

your sight.

^nt. 6- As good to wink, sweet love, as look oa
night.

Luc. Why call you me love ? call my sister so.

^nt. S- Thy sister's sister.

Z.UC. That's my sister.

Ant.S. No^
It is thyself, mine oivn self's better part

;

Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart

;

My food, my fortune, and my sweet hope's aim.

My sole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim.

tuc. All this my sister is, or else should be.

^nl. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thee :

Thee will 1 love, and with thee lead my life
;

Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife :

Give me thy hand.
Luc. O, soft, sir, hold you still

;

I'll fetch my sister, to get her good will.

[Eait Luc.

BnUrjTomthehouieofk'STlVnO'LVSo/Ephesus,
DROMIO of Syracuse.

ylnt.S. "Why, how now, Dromio ? where run'st

thou so fast T

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio

T

am I your man? am I myself?

Ant. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou

art thyself.

Dro. S. I am an ass, I am a woman's man, and
l^esides myself.

^nt. S. What woman's man? and how besides

thyself?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to

a woman ; one that claims me, one that liaunta

me, one that will have me.
yJnt. S. What claim lays she to thee ?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, such claim as you would lay

to your horse ; and she would have me as a beast

:

not that, I being a beast, she would have me ; but

that she, being a very beastly creature, lays claim

to me.
Ant.S. What is she?

Dro. S. A very reverent body
; ay. such a one as

a man may not speak of, without he say sir-reve-

rence : I have but lean luck in the match, and yet

IE she a wondrous fat marriage.
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Ant. S. How dost thou mean, a fat marriage ?
ZJro. S. Marry, sir, she's the kitchen-weuch^ and

all grease ; and I know not what use to put her to
hut to malie a lamp of her, and run from her by
h«r own light. I warrant, her rags, and the tallow
-in them, will burn a Poland winter : if she lives
till doomsday, she'll burn a week longer than the
whole world.
Ant.S. What complexion is she of?
Dto, S. Swart, like my shoe, but her face nothing

like so clean kept ; For why ! she sweats, a man
may go over shoes in the grime of it.

Ant.6\ That's a fault, that water will mend.
Dro. S. No, sir, 'tis in grain ; Noah's flood could

not do It.

Ani. S. What's her name ?

Dro. S. Nell, sir but her name and three quar-
ters, that is, an ell and three quarters, ivill not
measure her from hip to hip.
Ant. S. Then she bears some breadth ?
Dro.S. No longer from head to foot, than from

hip to hip : she is spherical, like a globe ; I could
find out countries in her.

- Ant. S. In what part of her body stands Ireland ?
Dro.S. Marry, sir, in her buttocks: I found it

out by the bogs.
Aae. S. Where Scotland ?

Dro.S. I found it by the barrenness; hard, in
the palm of the hand.
Ani. S. Where France ?

Dro.S. In her forehead; armed and reverted,
making war against her hair.
Ant.S. Wher« England?
Dro.S. 1 looked for the chalky cliffs, but T could

find no whiteness in them : but I guess, it stood
in her chin, by the salt rheum that ran between
France and it.

Ant.S. Where Spain?
Dro. S. Faith, I saw it not ; but I felt it, hot in

her breath,
Aat. S. Where America, the Indies ?

^
Dro. S. O, sir, upon her nose, all o'er embel--

lished with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declining
their rich aspect to the hot breath of Spain ; who
sent whole armadas of carracks to be ballast at her
uose.

Ant. S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands?
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Dro. S. O, sir, I did not look so l.-v'. To con-
clude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me

;

called me Dromio
; swore, I was assured to her ;

told me what privy marks I had about me, as thd
mark of my shoulder, the mole in my neck, the
gi-eat wart on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran
from her as a witch : and, I think, if my breast
had not been made of faith, and my heart of steel,
she had transfoi-med me to a curtail-dog, and made
me turn i'the wheel.
Ant. S. Go, hie thee presently, post to the road

;

And if the wind blow any way from shore,
I will not harbour in this town to-night.
If any bark put forth, come to the mart.
Where I will walk, till thou return to me.
If every one know us, and we know none,
Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone.

Dto. S. As from a bear a man would run for life.

So fly I from her, that would be my wife. [Exit.
Ani, S. There's none but witches do inhabit here;

And therefore 'tis high time, that I were hence.
Slie, that doth call me husband, even my soul
Dotli for a wife abhor: but her fair sister,

Possess'd with such a gentle sovereign grace,
Of sucli enchanting presence and discourse.
Hath almost made me traitor to myself:
But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong,
I'll slop mine ears against the meiTOaid's soug.

E/2ter ANGELO.
^nf. Master Antipholus i

Ant. S. Ay, that's my name.
Ang. I know it well, sir : Lo, here is (he chaiu

;

I thought to have ta'en you at the Porcupine :

The chain unfinish'd made me stay thus long.
Ant. S. What is your will, that I shall do with

this ?

Atig. What please yourself, sir ; I have made it

for you.
Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it not.
Ang' Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you

have :

Go home with it, and please your wife withal

;

And soon at supper-time I'll visit you.
And lliert receive my money for the chain.
Ant.S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now.

For faav you ne'er see chain, nor money, more.
6S
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Ang. You are a merry man, sir ; fare you well.

Ant. S. What I should think of this,I cannot teU :

But this I think, there's no man is so vain.
That would refuse so fair an ofFer'd chain.
I see, a man here needs not live by shifts.

When in the streets he meets such golden gifts,

I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio stay
;

If any ship put out, then straight away. [ff.rii.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

The same.

Enter a Merchant, ANGELO, and an Officer.

Mer. You know, since Pentecost the sum is due.
And since I have not much importun'd you

;

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage

;

Therefore make present satisfaction.

Or I'll attach you by this officer,

Ang. Even just the sum, that I do owe to you.
Is growing to me by Antipholus :

And in the instant, that 1 met with you.
He had of me a chain ; at five o'clock,

I shall receive the money for the same :

Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house,
I will discharge my bond, and thank you too.

Snter ANTIPHOLUS of Ephems, and DROMIO
of Ephesus.

Off. That labour may you save ; see where he
con^s.

j^ni. While I go to the goldsmith's house, go
thoft

And buy a rope's end ; that will I bestow
Among my wife and her confederates,
For locking me out of my doors by day.

—

But soft, I see the goldsmith :—get thee gone ;

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me.
Dro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year ! I buy

a rope ! \t,xit Dromio.
Ant. E. A man is well holp up, that trusts to you

:

I promised your presence, and the chain
;

But neither chain, nor goldsmith, came to me :

Belike, you thought our love would last too long,

If it were chain'd together ; and therefore came not.

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note,
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How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat;
Tlie fineness of the gold, and char^eful fashion;
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more
Than I stand debted to this gentleman :

I piay you, see him presently discharg'd.
For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it.

^nt.E. I am not fuvuish'd with the present money;
Besides, I have some business in the town :

Good siguior, take the stranger t9 my house.
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof;
Perchance, I will be there as soon as you.

ylng. ITien you will bring the chain to her yourself?
Ant.E. No; bear it with you, lest I come not

time enough.
Ang. Well, sir, I will : Have you the chaio

about you ?

Ant. E. An if I have not, sir, I hope you have ;Or else you may return without your money.
Ang. Nay, come.I pray you, sir, give me the chain;

Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman.
And I, to blame, have held him here too long.
Ant.E, Good lord.you use tbis dalliance, to excuse
our breach of promise to the Porcupine :

I should have chid you for not bringing it.

But, like a shrew, you first begin to bi-awl.
Mer. I^e hour steals on; I pray you, sir, despatch.
Ang, You hear how he imp6rtunes me; the chain—
Ant. K. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your

money.
Ang.Come,come,you Itnow.l gave it you even now;

Either send the chain, or send me by some token.
Ant. E. Fie ! now you run this humour out of

breath :

Come, Where's the chain ? I pray you, let me see it,

A/er. My business cannot brook this dalliance :

Good sir, say, whe'r you'U answer me, or no
;

If not, I'll leave him to the officer.

Am. E. I answer you! What should I answer you?
Ang . The money, that you owe me for the chain.
Ant. E. I owe you none, till I receive the chain.
Ang. You know, I gave it you half an hour since.
Ant. E , You gave me none

; you WTong me much
to say so.

Ang. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it :

Consider, how it stands upon my credit,
^/er. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit.



S!8 COMEDY OF ERRORS. Act 4.

Off. I do ; and charge yo'J, in the duke's name,

to obey me.
Ang. This touches me in reputation :—

Either consent to pay this sum for me.

Or I attach you by this ofticer.

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had !

Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar'st.

Ang. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer;

—

I i\-ould not spare my brother in this case.

If he should scorn me so apparently.

Off. I do arrest you, sir
;
you hear the suit.

Ant. E. I do obey thee, tili I give thee bail

But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear

As all the metal in your shop will answer.

Ang. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus,

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not.

Enter DROMIO of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum,
That stays but till her owner comes aboard,

And then, sir, bears away : our fraughtage, sir,

1 have convey'd aboard ; and I have bought

The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitae.

The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind
Blows fair from land : they stay for nought at all.

But for their o^vner, master, and yourself.

Ant.E. How now! a madman? Why, thou

peevish sheep,

What ship of Epidamnum stays for me 7

Dro.S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage.

Ant. E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for a rope;

And told thee to what purpose, and what end.

Dro. S. You sent me, sir, for a rope's-end as soon :

You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark.

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure.

And teach your ears to listen with more heed.

To Adviana, villain, hie thee straight

;

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk

That's cover'd o'er with Turkish tapestry.

There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it;

Tell her, I am arrested in the street.

And that shall bail me : hie thee, slave; be gone.

On, officer, to prison till it come.

[Exeunt Merchan t,Angela, OJflcer,andAnt .

E

.

Dro.S. To Adriana! that is where we din'd,

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband ;

She is too big, 1 hope, for me to compass.
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Thither I must, although against my will,

For servants must their masters' minds fulfil. \_Eait.

SCENE II.

7'/ie same.

Enter ADRIANA and LUCIANA.
j4(ir. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so ?

Might'st thou perceive austerely in his eye.

That he did plead in earnest, yea or no ?

Look'd he or red, or pale ; or sad, or merrily t
What observation mad'st thou in this case,

Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face ?

Luc. First, he denied you had in him no right.

^ilr.We meant,he did me none; the more my spita.

Luc. Then swore he, that he was a stranger here.
j^dr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he

were.
Luc, Then pleaded I for you.
v^rfr. And what said he ?

Luc. That love, I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me.
^dr. With what persuasion did he tempt thy love Z

/-t/c.With words, that in an honest suit might move.
First, he did praise my beauty

;
then, my speech.

y^dr. Did'st speak him fair?

Xuc. Have patience, I beseech.
^rfr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still;

My tongue, though not my heart, shall have his wilU
He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere.

Ill-faced, worse-bodied, shapeless every where ;

Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind
;

Sti^matical in making, worse in mind.
Luc. Who would be jealous then of such a one ?

No evil lost is wail'd, when it is gone.
^dr. Ah ! but I think him better than I say.

And yet would herein others* eyes were worse :

Far from her nest the lapwing cries away

;

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do
curse.

Enter DKOMIO of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Here, go; the desk, the purse; sweet
now, make haste.

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath ?

Dro. S. By running fast.

j4dr. Where is thy master, Dromio ? is he 'well 7

Uro. S. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worse than hell:
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A devil ill an everlasting garment hath him.
One, whose hard heart is button'd up with steel

;

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough ;

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff;

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one, that coun-
termands

The passages of alleys, creelis, and narrow lands ;

A hound, that runs counter, and yet draws dry-
foot well

;

One, that, before the judgment, carries poor souls

to hell.

yidr. Why, man, what is the matter?
Dro. S. I do not know the matter, he is 'rested

on the case.

j4dr. What, is he arrested ? tell me, at whose suit.

Dro. S. T know not at whose suit he is arrested,well:

But he's in a suit of buff, which 'rested him, that

can I tell

:

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money
ill the desk ?

Adr. Go fetch it, sister.—This I wonder at,

^Exit Ludana.
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt ;

—

Tell me, was he arrested on a band ?

Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger thing;
A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring ?

j^dr. What, the chain ?

Dro.S. No, no, the bell : 'tis time, that I were gone.
Itwas two ere I left him,and now the clock strikes one.
Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never hear.

Dro.S. O yes, if any hour meet a sergeant, a'turns

back for vevy fear.

Adr. As if time were in debt! how fondly dost
thou reason ?

Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more
than he's worth, to season.

Nay, he's a thief too : Have you not heard men say.

That time comes stealing on by night and day?
If he be in debt, and theft, and a sergeant in the way.
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day ?

Enter LUCIANA.
Adr. Go, Dromio ; there's the money, bear it

straight

;

And bring thy master home immediately.

—

Come, sister ; I am press'd down with conceit

;

Coaceit, my comfort, and my injury. [^Exeunt.
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SCENE III.

The same.

Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Syracuse.

Ant. S. There's not a man I meet, but doth sa-

lute me
As if I were their well-acquainled friend

;

And every one doth call me by my name.
Some tender money to me, some invite me ;

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ;

Some offer me commodities to buy :

Even now a tailor call'd me in his shop.

And show'd me silks that he had botight for mt.
And, therewithal, took measure of my body.

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles.

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here.

Enter DROMTO uf Sj/racuse.

Dro. S. Master, here's the gold you sent me for :

"What, have you got the picture of old Adam new
apparell'd
Ant. S. What gold is this ! What Adam dost

thou mean?
Dro. 5. Not that Adam, that kept the paradise,

but that Adam, that keeps the prison: he, that

goes in the calf's skin, that was killed for the pro-

digal
i
he, that came behind you, sir, like an evil

angel, and bid you forsake your liberty.

Ant. S. I understand thee not.

Dro. S. No? why, 'tis a plain case: he, that

went, like a base-viol, in a case of leather ;
the

man, sir, that, when gentlemen are ured, give*

them a fob, and 'rests them; he, sir, that takes

pity on decayed men, and gives them suits of

durance; he, that sets up his rest to do more ex-

ploits with his mace, than a morris-pike.

Ant.S. What! thou mean'st an officer?

Dro.S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band; he,

that brings any man to answer it, that breaks hill

band
;
one, that thinks a man always going to bed,

and says, God give you good rest !

Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is

there any ship puts forth to-night? may we be gone?

Dro.S. Why, sir, T brought you word an hour

since, that the bark Expedition put forth to-night;

and then were you hindered by the sergeant, to
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tarry fov the hoy, Delay : Here are the angels that
you sent for, to deliver yon.

^tit. S. The fellow is distract, and so am I

;

And here we wander in illusions
;

Some blessed power deliver us from hence !

Knier a Courtezan.

Cour. Well met, well met, master Antipholus.
I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now

:

Is that the chain you promised me to-day ?

Ant.S. Satan, avoid! I charge thee tempt me not

!

Dro.S. Master, is this mistress Satan ?
Ant. S. It is the devil.
Dro. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil's dam

;

and here she comes in the habit of a light wench
;

and thereof eomes, that the wenches say, Goddamn
me, that's as much as to say, God make me a light
toench. It is written, they appear to men like angels
of light

: light is an eftect of fire, and fire will
burn

; ergo, light wenches will burn ; Come not
near her.

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry,
sir.

Will you go with me ? We'll mend our dinner here.
Dro.S. Master, if you do expect spoon-meat, or

bespeak a long spoon.
Ant.S. Why, DtomioT
I>ro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon, that

must eat with the devil.

Ant. S. Avoid then, fiend ! what tell'st thou me
of supping?

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress

:

I c6niuve thee to leave me, and be gone.
Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner.

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis'd
;And I'll be gone, sir, and not trouble you.

Uro. S- Some devils ask but the paring of one's
nail,

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin,
A nut, a cherry-stone ; but she, more covetous.
Would have a chain.
Master, be wise ; an* if you give it her,
The devil will shake her chain, and fright us with it.

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the chain ;

I hope, j'ou do not mean to cheat me so.

Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, Dromio, let
us go.
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Dro. S. Fly pride, says the peacock; Mistress,

that you know. \_Kxeunt ^nt. S. and Dro. S.

Cour. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad.
Else would he never so demean himself

:

A rint; he hath of mine worth forty ducats.

And for the same he promis'd me a chain
;

Both one, and other, ne denies me now.
The reason that I gather he is mad,
(Besides this present instance of his rage,)

Is a mad tale, he told to-day at dinner.

Of his ovn^ doors being shut against his entranca.

Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits.

On purpose shut the doors against his way.
My way is now, to hie home to his house.

And tell his wife, that, being lunatick

He rush'd into my house, and took perforce

My ring away: This course I fittest choose

;

For forty ducats is too much to lose. \_Ba'it.

SCENE IV.

The same.

Enter ANTIPHOLUS of Ephesus, and an Officer.

Ant. E. Fear me not, man, I will nothreak away;
I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money
To warrant thee, as I am 'rested for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to day ;

And will not lightly trust the messenger,

That I should be attach'd in Ephesus :

I tell you, 'twill sound harshly in her ears.

—

Eitter DROMIO of Ephesus, with a rope's end.

Here comes my man ; I think, he brings the money.
How now, sir? have you that I sent you for?

Dto. E. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay
them all.

Ant. E. But Where's the money?
Dro. E. "Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope.

Ant. K. Five hundred ducats, villam, for a rope ?

Dro. E. I'll serve you, sir, five hundred at the

rate.

Ant. E. To what end did Ibid thee hie thee home ?

Dro. E. To a rope's end, sir ; and to that end am
I returned.

Ant. E. And to that end, sir, I will welcome you.
\Beating him.

Off. Good sir, be patient.
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Dro. E. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient ; I am in
adversity.

0^. Good now, hold thy toiifj\ie.

Dro. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his
hands.

j4nt. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain !

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that I
might not feel your blo\vs. v

^nt. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows,
and so is an ass.

Dro. E. I am an ass, indeed
;
you may prove it

by my long ears. I have served him from the hour
of my nativity to this instant, and have nothing at
his hands for my service, but blows : when I am
cold, he heats me with beating ; when I am wai-ra,
he cools me with beatini; : I am waked with it,

when I sleep; raised with it, when I sit: driven
out of doors with it, when I go from home ; wel-
comed home with it, when T" return : nay, I bear
it on my shoulders, as a beggar wont her brat ;

and, I think, when he hath lamed me, I shall beg
with it from door to door.

Bnter ADRIANA, LUClANA.anrf the Courtezan,
with PINCH, und Others,

Ant.E. Come, go along; my wife is coming
yonder.

Dro. E. Mistress, respice^nem, respect your end ;

or rather the prophecy, like the parrot. Beware the
rope's end.

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? \Heais him.
Cour. How say you now? is not your husband

mad ?

Adr. His incivility confirms no less.

—

Good doctor Pinch, you are a con|urer;
Establish him in, his true sense again.
And I will please you what you will demand.
Luc. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks !

Cnur. Mark, how he trembles in his ecstacy ?

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your
pulse.

Ant. E. There is my hand, and let it feel your ear.
Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this

man.
To yield possession to my holy prayers.
And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight

:

I c6njure thee by all tha saints ia heaven.
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^nt. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ; I am not

mad.
Mr. O, that thou wert not, pof>r distressed soul

!

Ant.E. Youminion,you,are these your customers?

Did this compaiiioii with the saffron face

Revel and feast it at my house to-day,

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut,

And I denied to enter in my house?
^dr. O, husband, God doth know, you din'd at

home.
Where 'would you had remain'd until this time,

Free from these slanders, and this open shame !

Ant. E. I din'd at home ! Thou villain, what
say'st thou ?

Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home.
Ant. E. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I

shut out 7

Dro.E. Perdy, your doors were lock'd, and you
shut out.

Ant. E. And did not she herself revile me there?

Dro. E. Sans fable, she herself revil'd you tliere.

Ant. E. T)id not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt,

and scorn me ?

Dro. E. 'Certes, she did ; the kitchen vestal

scorn'd you.
Ant. E. And did not 1 in rage depart from thence?

/>ro.jE.Inverity,youdid ;—my bones bear ivitness.

That since have felt tlie vigour of his vage.

Adr. Is't good to sooth him in these contraries?

Pinch. It is no shame ; the fellow finds his vein.

And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy.

Ant. E. Thou hast suborn'd the goldsmith to

arrest me.
Adr. Alas, I sent you money to redeem you.

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it.

Dro. E. Money by me? heart and good-will you
might.

But, surely, master, not a rag of money.
Ant. E. Went'st not thou to her for a purse of

ducats?
Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it.

Luc. And I am witness with her, that she did.

Dro.E. God,and the rope-maker, bear me witness.

That I was sent for nothing but a rope !

Pinch. Mistress, bothman and masterispossess'd ;

I know it by their pale and deadly looks :

They must be bound, and laid in some dark room.
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^ne. E. Say, wherefore didst thoa lock me forth
to-day ?

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ?

^dr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth.
Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv'd no gold •

But I confess, sir, that we were lock'd out.
*

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak'st false in
both.

Ant. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all-
And art confederate with a damned pack,

'

To make a loathsome abject scorn of me :

But with these nails I'll' pluck out these false eyes,
ITiat would behold me in this shameful sport.

\Pinck and his Assistants bind Ant. E. and Dro. E.
Adr. O, bind him, bind him, let him not come

near me.
Pinch. More company ;—the fiend is strong

within him.
Luc. Ah me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks!
Ant.E. What, will you murder me ? Thougaoler,

thou,
I am thy prisoner ; wilt thou suffer them
To make a rescue ?

O^. Masters, let him go :

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him.
Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantick too,
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer Z

Hast thou delight; to see a wretched man
Do outrage and displeasure to himself?

Off'. He is my prisoner; if I let him go.
The debt he owes, will be requir'd of me.

Adr. I will discharge thee, ere I go from thee :

Bear me forthwith unto his creditor.
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it.
Good master doctor, see him safe convey'd
Home to my house.—O most unhappy day !

Ant. E. O most unhappy strumpet

!

Dro. E. Master, I am here enter'd in bond for you.
Ant. E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dost thou

mad me ?

Dro, E . Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad.
Good master; cry, the devil.

—

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk !

Adr. Go bear him hence.—Sister, go you with
me.

—

lEaeunt Pinch and Assistants, with Ani' E,
and Dro.
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Say now, whose suit is he arrested at ?

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith ; Do you know
him ?

j4dT. 1 know the man : What is the sum he owes?

Off, Two hundred ducats.

Adr. Say, how grows it dne X

Off. Due for a chain, your husband had of him.
Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, butliad ituot.

Coar, When as your husband, all in rage, to-day
Came to my house and took away my ring,

(The ring I saw upon his finger now,)
Straight after, did I meet him with a chain.

^dr. It may be so, but I did never see it :

—

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is,

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter ANTIPHOL.US of Svracuse, icitk his rapier

drawn, and DROMiO of Syracuse.

Luc. God, for thy mercy! they are loose again.

Adr. And come with naked swords ; let's call

more help,

To have them bound again.

Off. Away, they'll kill us.

[Ejeunt Officer, Adr- and Luc.

Ant.S. I see, these witches are afraid of swords.

Dro- S. She, that would be your wife, now raa
from you.

Ant. S. Come to the Centaur ; fetch our stuff

from thence :
,

I long, that we were safe and sound aboard.

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night, they will

surely do us no harm
;
you saw, they speak us fair,

give us gold : methinks, they are such a gentle na-

tion, that but for the mountain of mad flesh that

claims marriage of me, i could find in my heart to

stay here still, and turn witch.

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the town ;

Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. [^E,veunt.

ACT V. SCENE I.

The same.

Rater Merchant and ANGELO.
Ang. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder'd you

;

But, 1 protest, ha had the chain of me,
Tbough most dishonestly he doth deny it.

Mer. How is the man esteem'd here in the city f
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^4ng. Of very reverent reputation, sir.
Of credit infinite, highly belov*d.
Second to none that lives liere in the city

;His word might bear ray wealth at any time.
Mer. Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks.

Enttr ANTIPHOLUS and DROMIO of Syracuse.
^fig' 'Tis so ; and that self chain about his neck,

Which he forswore, most monstrously, to have.
Good sir, draw near to me, I'll speak to him.
Signior Antipholus, 1 wonder much,
That you would put me to tliis shame and trouble;
And not without some scandal to yourself.
With circumstance, and oaths, so to deny
This chain, which now you wear so openly:
Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment.
You have done wrong to this my honest friend

;Who, but for staying on our controversy.
Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day :

This chain you had of me, can you deny it?
yint. S. I think, I had; I never did deny it.

Mer. Yes, that you did, sir ; and forswore it too.
Ant. 5. Who heard me to deny it, or forswear it ?
Mer. These ears of mine, thou knowest, did hear

thee :

Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity, that thou liv'st
To walk, where any honest men resort.
Ant. S. Thou art a villain, to impeach me thus :

I'll prove mine honour and mine honesty
Agamst thee presently, if thou dar'st stand.

J/tfr. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain.

\They drato.

Enter ADRIANA, LUCUNA, Courtezan, and
Others.

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God'a sake, lie is
mad ;

—

S^e get within him, take his sword away:
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house.
Bro. S. Run, master, run ; for God's sake, take

a house.
This is some priory ;—In, or we are spoil'd.

iEaeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S. to the Priory.

Enter the Abbess.

Abb. Be quiet, people! Wherefore throng vou
nithpr? " '



Sc. 1. COMEDY OF ERRORS. 39

j4dr. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence
;

Let us come in, that we may bind him fast.

And beai' him home for his recovery.

j^ng. I knew he was not in his perfect wits.
Aler. I am sorry now, that I did draw on him.
^bb. How long hath this possession held the man?
yldr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad.

And much, much different from the man he was;
But, till this afternoon, his passion
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage.

^6f/. Hath he not lost much wealth by WTeck
at sea ?

Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye
Stray'd his affection in unlawful love ?

A sin, prevailing much in youthful men,
^Vho give their eyes the liberty of gazing.
Which of these sorrows is he subject to ?

Adr. To none of these, except it be the last

;

Namely, some love, that drew him oft from home.
^f>6. You should for that have reprehended him.
^dr. Why, bO I did.
-465. Ay, but not rough enough.
j4dr. As roughly, as my modesty would let me.
^bb. Haply, in private.

^dr. And in assemblies too.

j4l/b. Ay, but not enough.
^dr. It was the copy of our conference :

In bed, he slept not for my urging it

;

At board, he fed not for my urging it

;

Alone, it was the subject of my theme
;

In company, I often glanced it

;

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad.
^6b. And thereof came it, that the man was mad :

The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth.

It seems, his sleeps were hinder'd by thy railing

:

And thereof comes it, that his head is light.

Thou say'st, his meat was sauc'd with thy up-
braidings :

Unquiet meals make ill digestions.

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ;

And what's a fever but a fit of madness ?

Thou say'st, his sports were hinder'd by thy brawls-:

Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth ensue.

But moody and dull melancholy,
(Kinsman to gi-im and comfortless despair;)

And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop
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Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life?

In food, in sports, and life-preserving rest

To be disturb'd, would mad or man, or beast

:

The consequence is then, thy jealous fits

Have scared thy husband from the use of wits.
Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly,

When he demean'd himself rough, rude and
wildly.

—

Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not?
Adr. She did betray me to my ow^n reproof.

—

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him.
Abb. No, not a creature enters in my house.
Adr. Then, let your servants bring my husband

forth.

Abb. Neither; he took this place for sanctuary,
And it shall privilege him from your hands.
Till 1 have brought him to his wits again.
Or lose my labour in assaying it.

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurse.
Diet his sickness, for it is my office.

And will have no attorney but myself;
And therefore let me have him home with me.

Abb. Be patient ; for I will not let him stir.

Till I have used the approved means I have,
With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers.
To make of him a formal man again :

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath,
A chai'itable duty of my order

; ;

Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. -
'

Adr. I will not hence, and leave my husband here %

And ill it doth beseem your holiness.

To separate the husband and the wife.

Abb, Be quiet, and depart, thou shalt not have
him. \Ea:it Abbess.

Luc. Complain unto the duke of thir indignity.

Adr. Come, go ; I will fall prostrate at his feet.

And never rise until my tears and prayers
Have won his grace to come in person hither.

And taktf perforce my husband trom the abbess.
Aler. By this, I think, the dial joints at five

:

Anon, I am sure, t)ie duke himselt in person
Comes this way to the melancholy vale

;

The place of death and sorry execution.

Behind the ditches of the abbey here.

Ang. Upon what cause?
Aler. To see a reverend Syraciisan merchant,

W"ho put unluckily into this bay
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Against the laws and statutes of this town,
JSelieaded pultlickly for his offence.

Ang. See, where they come ; we will behold his
death.

Luc. Kneel to the duke, before he pass the abbey.

Enter Duke attended; ^EGEON bare-headed; with
the Headsman and other Officers^

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publickly.
If any friend will pay the sum for him,
He shall not die, so much we tender him.
Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the

abbess !

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady
;

It cannot be, that she hath done thee wrong.
Adr, May it please your grace, Antipholus, my

husband,

—

Whom I made lord of me and all I had.
At your important letters,—this ill day
A most outrageous fit of madness took him;
That desperately he hurried through the street,
(With him his bondman, all as mad as he,)
Doing displeasure to the citizens

By rushing in their houses, bearing thence
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like.

Once did I get him bound, and sent him home.
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went.
That here and there his fury had committed.
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape.
He broke from those that had the guard of him

;

And, with his mad attendant and himself,
Epch one with ireful passion, with drawn sword).
Met us again, and, madly bent on us.
Chased us away

;
till, raising of more aid.

We came again to bind them : then they fled
Into this abbey, whither we pursued them

;

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us.
And will not suffer us to fetch him out.

Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence.
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command.
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help.

Duke. Long since, thy husband serv'd me in my
wars ;

And I to thee engag'd a prince's word.
When thou didst make him master of thy bed.
To do him all the grace and good I coula.

—

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate.
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And bid the lady abbess come to rae ;

I will determine this, before I stir.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. O mistress, mistress, shift and save your-

self;

My master and his man are both broke loose.

Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor,

Whose beard they have singed off with brands of

fire ;

And ever as it blazed, they threw on him
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair:

My master preaches patience to him, while

His man with scissars nicks him like a fool

:

And, sure, unless you send some present help»

Between them they will kill the conjuror.

Adr. Peace, fool, thy master and his man are here;

And that is false, thou dost report to us.

Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ;

I have not breath'd almost, since 1 did see it.

He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you.

To scorch your face, and to disfigure you :

[Cry tBithin.

Hark, hark, I hear him, mistress ;
fly, be gone.

Duke. Come, stand by me, fear nothing : Guard
with halberds.

Adr. Ah me, it is m^ husband ! Witness you,

That he is borne about invisible :

Even now we hous'd him in the abbey here

;

And now he's there, past thought of human reason.

XniffT ANTIPHOLUS mid DROMIOo/ Ephesus.

Ant,E. Justice, most gracious duke, oh, granS

me iustice

!

Even for the service that long since I did thee.

When T bestrid thee in the wars, and took

Deep scars to save thy life ; even for the blood.

That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice.

Mge, Unless the fear of death doth make me dote,

1 see my son Antipliolus, and Dromio.

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that wo-
man there.

She, whom thou gav'st to me to be my wife;

That hath abused and dishonour'd me,
Even ill the strength and height of injury !

Beyond imagination is the wrong,

That she this day hath shameless thrown on me.
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Duke. Discovev how, and thou shall find me just.

Ant. E. This day, great duke, she shut the doors

upon me,
"While she, with harlots, feasted in my house.

_

Duke. A grievous fault : Say, woman, didst

thou so ?

Adr. No, my good lord ;—myself, he, and my
sister.

To-day did dine together : So befal my soul.

As this is false* he burdens me withal

!

Luc. Ne'ev may I look on day, nor sleep on night.

But she tells to your highness simple truth !

Ang. O perjur'd women ! they are both forsworn.

In tms the madman ,iustly chargeth them.

E. My liege, I am advised what I say ;

Neither disturb'd with the effect of wine.

Nor heady-rash, provok'd with raging ire,

Albeit, my wrongs might make one wiser mad.
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner

:

That goldsmith there, were he not pack'd with her,

Could witness it, for he was with me then
;

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain.

Promising to bring it to the Porcupine,

Where Balthazar and I did dine together.

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

1 went to seek him : In the street I met him ;

And, in his company, that gentleman.

There did this perjur'd goldsmith swear me down,

That I this day of him receiv'd the chain.

Which, God he knows, I saw not; for the which.

He did arrest me with an officer.

1 did obey i and sent my peassnt home
For certain ducats : he with none return'd.

Then fairly I bespoke the officer,

To go in person with me to my house.

By the way we met
My wife, her sister, and a rabble moi-e

Of vile confederates ;
along with them

They brought one Pinch ; a hungry lean-faoed vil-

lain,

A meer anatomy, a mountebank,
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller ;

A needy, hollow-ey'd, sharp-looking wretch,

A living dead man : this pernicious slave.

Forsooth, took on him as a conjuror

;

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse,

Aod with no face, as 'twere, outfacing me.
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Cries out, I was possess'd : then altogether

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence
;

And in a dark and dankish vault at home
There left me and my man, both bound together

;

Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder,
I gain'd my freedom, and immediately
Ran hither to your grace ; whom I beseech
To give me ample satisfaction

For these deep shames and great indignities.

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness with
him

;

That he dined not at home, but was loclc'd out.

Duke. But had he such a chain of thee, or no

!

Ang. He had, my lord : and when he ran in here.

These people saw the chain about his neck.

Aler. Besides, I will be sworn, these ears of mine
Heard you confess you had the chain of him.
After you first forswore it on the mart,
And, thereupon, I drew my swovd on you

;

And then you fled into this abbey here.

From whence, I think, you are come by miracle.

Ant. E. I never came within these abbey walls.
Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me :

I never saw the chain, so help me heaven !

And this is false, you burden me withal.

Duke. What an intricate impeach is this !

I think, you all have drank of Circe's cup.

If here you hous'd him, here he would have been

;

.If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly :

—

You say, he dined at home ; the goldsmith here

Denies that saying:—Sirrah, what say you?
Dro E. Sir, he dined with her there, at the

Porcupine.
Cour. He did; and from my finger snatch'd that

ring.

Ant. E. 'Tis true, my liege, this ring I had of her.

Duke. Saw'st thou him enter at the abbey here ?

Cuur. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace.

Duke. Why, this is strange :—Go call the abbess
hither

;

I think, you are all mated, or stark mad.
\_Ea.it an Attendant,

^ge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me speak a
word

;

Haply, I see a friend will save my life.

And pay the sum, that may deliver me.
Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou wilt.
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M^t. Ts not your name, sir, call'd Aiitipholus ?

And is not that your bondman, Dromio?
Dto. E. Within this hour 1 was his bondman, sir.

But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords
;

Now am 1 Droraio, and his man, unbound.
JEge. 1 am sure, you both of you remember me.
Dro<. E- Ourselves we do veraember, sir, by you ;

For lately we were bound, as you are now.
You are not Pinch's patient, are you, sir?

j^ge. Why look you strange on me 1 you know
me well.

j4nt. E. 1 never saw you in my life, till now.
JEge. Oh ! grief hath chang'd me, since you saw

me last
;

Ana careful hours, with Time's defonmed hand.
Have written strange defeatures in my face

:

But tell nae yet, dost thou not know my voice?

yint, E. Neither.

Mge. Dromio, nor thou ?

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I.

jSge. I am sni'e, thou dost.

Dro. E. Ay, sir? but I am sure, I do not; and
whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound to

believe him.
^St'c Not know my voice ! O, time's extremity I

Hast' thou so crack'd and splitted my poor tongue.

In seven short years, that here my only son

Knows not my feeble key of unlun'd cares ?

Though now this grained *"ace of mine be hid

In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow.

And all the conduits of my blood froze up ;

Yet hath my night of life some memory.
My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left,

Mv dull deaf ears a little use to hear

:

All these old witnesses (T cannot err,)

Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus.

y4nt.E. I never saw my father in my life.

^ge. But seven years since, in Syraeusa, boy,

Tliou know'st, we parted : but, perhaps, my sou.

Thou sham'st to acknowledge me in miseiy.

/Int.E. The duke,and all that know me in the city.

Can witness with me, that it is not so ;

I ne'er saw Syraeusa in my life.

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years

Have I been patron to Antipholus,

During which time he ne'er saw Syrafusa :

I see, thy age and dangers make thee dots.
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Enter the Abbess, with ANTIPHOLUS Syracusan,
and DROMIO Si/racusun.

^bh. Most mighty duke, behold a man much
wrong'd. [All gather to see him.

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me.
Duke. One of these men is Genius to the other

;

And so of these : Which is the natural man,
And which the spirit? Who deciphers them?

Dto- S, I, sir, am Dromio ; command him away.
Dro. K. I, sir, am Dromio

;
pray, let me stay.

Ant. S. j^Igeon, art thou not? or else his ghost?
Dre. S. O, my old master ! who hath bound him

here ?

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds.
And gain a husband by his liberty :

—

Speak, old ^geon, if thou be'st the man.
That hadst a wife once call'd .Emilia,
That bore thee at a burden two fair sons :

0, if thou be'st the same j^^geon, speak.

And speak unto the same Emilia ?

^ge. If I dream not, thou art Emilia
;

If thou art she, tell me, where is that son.
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ?

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he, and I,

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up
;

But, by and bv, rude fishermen of Corinth
By force took Dromio and my son from them,
And me they left with those of Epidamnum :

What then became of them, I cannot tell
;

1, to this fortune that you see me in.

Duke. Why, here begins his morning story right

;

These two Antipholus's, these two so like,

And these two Dromio's, one in semblance,

—

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea,

—

These are the parents to these children.
Which accidentally are met together.

Antipholus, thou cam'st from Corinth first.

Ant. S. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse.
Duke. Stay, stand apart ; I know not which is

which,
Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most gracious

lord.

Dro. E. And I with him.
Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most fa-

mous warrior
Duke Menapljou, your most renowned uncle.

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day?
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^nt.S. I, gentle mistress.

y^rfr. And are not you my husband?
j^jU. E. No, I say nay to that.

^nt. S. And so do I, yet did she call me so

;

And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here,

Did call me brother:—What I told you then,

I hope, I shall have leisure to make good
;

If this be not a dream, I see, and hear.

That is the chain, sir, which you had of me.

I

^nt. S. I think it be, sir ; I deny it not.

I

\^4nt.E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested
I me.

^ng. I think I did, sir j I deny it not.

^dr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail.

By Dromio ; but I think he brought it not.

Dto> E. No, none by me.
Ant. S. This purse of ducats I receiv'd from you.

And Dromio my man did bring them me :

I I see, we still did meet each other's man,
And I was ta'en for Inm, and he for me,

! And thereupon these Errors are arose,
i yiAt. E. These ducats pawn I for my father here.

£>u&e. It shall not need, thy father hath his life.

Cour. Sir, I must have that diamoud from you.

Ant. E. There, take it ; and much thanks for my
good cheer.

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains

To go with us into the abbey here.

And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes;—
And all that are assembled in this place.

That by this sympathized one day's error

Have surter'd wrong, go, keep us company,

I

And we shall make full satisfaction.

—

Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail

Of you, my sons ; nor, till this present hour.

My heavy burdens are delivered :

The duke, my husband, and my children both.

And you the calendars of their nativity,

Go to a gossip's feast, and go with me ;

After so long grief, such nativity 1

Duke. With all my heart, I'll gossip at this feast.

S^Exeunt Duke, Abbess, Mgeon, Courtezan,

Merchant, Angela, and Attendants.

Dro.S. Master, shall 1 fetch your stuff from
shipboard ?

Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of naiae hast thou

embark'd ?
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Dro- S. Your goods> that lay at host, sir, in the

Centaur.
Ant. S. He speaks to me; T am your master,

Dromio :

Come, go with us ; we'll look to that anon ;

Embrace thy brother there, rejoice vnxh him,
\_Exeuni Antipkolus S. and E. Adr. and Lue,

Dro.S. There is a fat friend at your master's
house.

That kitchen 'd me for you to-day at dinner;
She now shall be my sister, not my wife.

Dro, E. Methinks, you are my glass, and not my
brother

:

I see by you, I am a sweet-faced youth.
"Will you walk in to see their gossiping?

Dro. S. Not I, sir ; you are my elder,

Dro. E. Thai's a question: how shall we try it?

Dto. S. We will draw cuts for the senior: till

then, lead thou first.

Dro. E. Nay, then thus :

We came into the world, like brother and brother;
jLnd now let's go band in baud, not one before ano-

ther. \_Exeuni»
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MACBETH.

ACT I. SCENE I.

An open place.

Thunder and lightning. Enter three FVttehes-

1 ff'itch. When shall we three meet again.

In thunder, lightning, or in rain I

2 fi^tich. When the hurlyburly's done,

When the battle's lost and wort :

3 /Vitck. That will be ere set of sun.

1 JVitch. Where the place ?

2 ff^itch. Upon the heath;
3 H'itch. There to meet with Macbeth.
1 /i'ltch. 1 come, Graymalkin !

All. Paddock calls;—Anon.

—

Fair is foul, and foul is fair

:

Hover through the fog and filthy air.

[WiVc^e* vanish,

SCENE II.

A camp near Fores.

Alarum within. Enter King DUNCAN, MAL-
COLM, DONALBAIN, LENOX, with At-
tendants, meeting a bleeding Soldier.

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can report.

As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt

The newest state.

Mai. This is the sergeant.

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought

'Gainst my captivity:—Hail, brave friend !

Say to the kin^ the knowledge of the broil,

As thou didst leave it.

Sold. Doubtfully it stood;

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together.

And choke their ait. The merciless Macdonwald
OVoithy to be a rebel ; for, to that.
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The multiplying villanies of nature
Do swarm upoa him,) from the western isles
Of Kernes and Gallowglasses is supplied

;And fortune, on his damned quarvel smiling,
Show'd like a rebel's whore: but all's too weak:
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,-)
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel,
\Vhich smok'd with bloody execution.
Like valour's rainion,
Carv'd out his passage, till he fac'd the slave

;

And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him.
Till he unseam'd him from the nave- to the chaps.
And fix'd his head upon our battlements.
Dun. O, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman !

Sold. As whence the sun 'gins his reflexion
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break ;
So irom ihat spring, whence comfort seem'd to come.
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark:
No sooner justice had, with valour ai-m'd,
Compell'd these skipping Kernes to trust their heels;
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage,
With furbish'd arms, and new supplies of men.
Began a fresh assault.
Dun. Dismay'd not this

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo !

A'o/rf. Yes ;

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the Hon..
If I say sooth, I must report they were
As cannons overcharged with double cracks ;
So they
Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe

;

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds,.
Or memorize another Golgotha,
I cannot tell :

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help.
Dun. So well thy words become thee, as thy

wounds

;

They smack of honour both :—Go, get him surgeons.
[Ea-it Soldier, attertded.

Enter ROSSE.
Who comes here ?

Mai. The worthy thane of Rosm:
Len. What a haste looks through his eyes ! So

. should he, look,
That seems to speak things strange.

Jiosse, God save the king ^
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Dun. Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane ?
^osse. From Fife, great \dne,

Where the Norweyan banners flout the stcy,
And fan our people cold.

Norway himself, with terrible numbers.
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor
The thane of Cawdor, 'gan a dismal conflict:
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapp'd in proof,.
Confronted him with self-comparisons.
Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm.
Curbing his lavish spirit: And, to conclude.
The victory fell on us ;

^"fi- Great happiness

!

Jiosse. That now
Sweno, the Norways*' Vin?, craves composition

jNor would we deign him burial of his men.
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes' inch.
Ten thousand dollars to our general' use.

I^un. No more that thane ofCawdor shall deceive
Our bosom interest;—Go, pronounce his death.
And with his former titlo greet Macbeth.

Jiosse. I'll see it done.
Dun, What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath

"on- [Exeunt.

SCENE HI.

heaih.

Thunder. Enter the three Hitches-.

1 fVitch. Where hast thou been, sister ?

3 mtch. Killing swine.
- 3 fi-^itch. Sister, where thou?

1 fp'itch. A sailor's wife had chesnuts in her lap.
And mounch'd, and mounch'd,. and mounch'd:

—

(rive me, quoth I

:

^roint thee, witch' the rump-fed ronyon cries.
Her husband's to Aleppo gone, master o'the Tiger;
But in a sieve I'll thither sail.
And, like a rat without a tail,
I'll do, I'll do, I'll do.

2 TVrtch. I'll give thee a wind'.
1 fi'itch. Thou art kind.
3 fi'itch. And I another,
I Ji'itch. I myself have all the other;

And the very ports they blow,
All the quarters that they know
I "the shipman's card.
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I will drain him dry as hay .

Sleep shall, neither night nor day.

Hang upon his pent-house lid
;

He shall live a man forbid :

Weary sev'n-nights, nine times nine,

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine

:

Though his bark cannot be lost.

Yet it shall be tempest-toss'd.

Look what I have.

2 PFitch. Show me, show me.
1 PVitch. Here I have a pilot's thumb*

Wreck'd, as homeward he did come. \_l)rum withm,

3 fi'itch. A drum, a drum
;

Macbeth doth come.
All. The weird sisters, hand in hand.

Posters of the sea and land,

'I'hus do go about, about

;

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine.
And thrice again to make up nine

;

Peace!—the charm's wound up.

Enter MACBETH and BANQUO.
Mach. So foul and fair a day I have not seen.

Ban. How far is it call'd to Fores?—What are-

these,

So wither'd, and so wild in their attire
;

That look not like the inhabitants o'the earth.

And yet are on't ? Live you ? or are you aught

Thatman may question? You seem to understand me.
By each at once her choppy finger laying

Upon her skinny lips :—You should be women.
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret

That you ai-e so.

Mach. Speak, if you can;—What are you r

1 Wiich. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane

of Glamis!
2 IVitck. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane

of Cawdor

!

3 PVitch. All hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king-

hereafter.

Ban . Good sir, why do you start ; and seem to fear

Things, that do sound so fair 1— I'the name of truth,.

Are ye fantastical, or that indeed.

Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner

You greet with present grace, and great prediction

Of noble having, and of royal hope.

That he seems lapt withal ; to me you speak not:
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If you can look into the seeds of time.
And say, which grain will grow, and which will not

;

Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear.
Your favours, nor your hale.

I mtch. Hail!
3/Vitch. Hail!
3 mtch. Hail

!

1 ff^itcA. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.
2 /Viich. Not so happy, yet much happier.
3 /rfVcA. Thou shalt get kings,thouKh thou be none;

&0, all hail, Macbeth, and Banquo"!
1 IVitch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail!
Macb

.
Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more :

By Suiel's death, I know, I am thane of Glamis
;But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives,A prosperous gentleman

;
and, to be king.

Stands not within the prospect of belief,
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence
You owe this strange intelligence? or why
t^on this blasted heath you stop our way
With such prophetick greetings ?—Speak, I charge

ifVitches vanish.
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has.

And these are of them Whither are they va-
nish 'd ?

Mach. Into the air; and what seem'd corporal,
melted

As I>reath into the wind.—'Would they had staid!
Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak about?

Or have we eaten of the insane root.
That takes the reason prisoner?
Macb. Your children shall be kings.

You shall be king.
Mach. And thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so ?
Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. Who's

here ?

Eater ROSSE and ANGUS.
Rosse. The king hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth,

The news of thy success : and when he reads
Thy personal venture in the rebel's fight,
His wondets and bis praises do contend,
\Vhat should be thine, or his : Silenc'd with that.
In ^iewing o'er the rest o'the self-same day.
He iiiids thee in the stout Norweyan ranks.
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make,
Sirange images of death. As thick as tale.
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Came post with post ; and every one did bear
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence,

And pour'd lliera down before him .

^ng. We are sent.

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks
;

To herald thee into his sight, not pay thee.

Rosse. And, for an earnest of a greater honour.

He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor :

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane !

For it is thiue.

Ban. What, can the devil speak tree?

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives j
why do you

dress me
la borrow'd robes ?

Ang. Who was the thane, lives yet;
But under lieavy judgment bears that life.

Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was
Combin'd with Norway ; or did line the rebel

With hidden help and vantage ; or that with both

He labour'd in his country's wreck, 1 know not;

But treasons capital, confess'd, and prov'd.

Have overthrown him,
Macb. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor :

The greatest is behind.—Thanks for your pains.

—

Do you not hope your children shall be kings.

When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me,
Promis'd no less to them?
Ban. That, trusted home,

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown.
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange:

And oftentimes to win us to our harm.
The instruments of darkness tell us truths;

Win ue mth honest trifles, to betray us

In deepest consequence.

—

Cousijis, a word, I pray you.
Much. Two truths are told.

As happy prologues to the swelling act

Of the imperial theme.—I thank you, gentlemen.—
This supernatural soliciting

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good :—If ill,

Why hath it given me earnest of success.

Commencing in a truth? I ara thane of Cawdor

:

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion,

Wiiose horrid image doth unfix my hair,

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs.

Against the use of nature? Present fears

Are less than horrible imaginings:
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My thought, whose murder yet is but fantasUcal,
Shakes so my single state of man, that function
Is smother'd in surmise

; and nothing is.
But what is not.
^f"^- Look, how our partner's rapt.
Much. If chance will have me king, why, chance

may crown me.
Without my stir.

New honours come upon him
Like our strange garments

; cleave not to the mould.
But with the aid of use.
Much. Come what come may ;lime and the hour runs through the roughest day.
Ban. VVorthyMacbeth,we stayupon your leisure.

;

Mach. Give me your favour :—my dull brain was
wrought

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, yourpains
Are register'd where every day I turn
The leaf to read them.—Let us toward the king.—
Think upon what hath chanc'd

;
and, at more time.

The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak
Our free hearts to each other.
^f^- Very gladly.
Mach. Till then, enough.—Come, friends.

\Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Fores. ^ room in the palace.

Flourish. Enter DUNCAN, MALCOLM, DO-
NALBAIN, LENOX, and ^Hendants.

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not
Those in commission yet return'd T

My liege,
I hey are not yet come back. But I have spoke
With one that saw him die : who did report.
That very frankly he confess'd his treasons;
Implored your highness' pardon; and set forttl
A deep repentance : nothing in his life
Became him like the leaving it; he died
As one, that had been studied in his death.
To throw away the dearest thing he ow'd.
As 'twere a careless trifle.

There's no art.
To find the mind's construction in the face :

He was a gentleman, on whom I built
An absolute trust.—O worthiest cousin!

71
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£n?<r MACBETH, BANQUO, ROSSE, nnrf

ANGUS. i

The sin of my ingratitude even now '

Was heavy on me : Thou art so far before,

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow

To overtake thee. 'Would tliou hadst less deserved

;

That the proportion both of thanks and payment
Might have been mine ! only I have left to say,

More is thy due than more than all can pay.

Macb. The service and the loyalty 1 owe.
In doing it, pays itself. Your highness' part

Is to receive our duties : and our duties

Are to your throne and state, children, and servants;

Which do but what they should, by doing erery

thing
Safe toward your love and honour.

Dun. Welcome hither

:

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour

To make thee full of growing.— Noble Banqno,
ITiou hast no less deserv'd, nor must be known
No less to have done so : let me infold thee.

And hold thee to my heart.

Bun. There if I grovr.

The harvest is your owp.
Dun. My plenteous joys.

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves

In drops of sorrow.—Sons, kinsmen, thanes,

And you whose places are the nearest, know.
We will establish our estate upon
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter,

The Prince of Cumberland : which honour must
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only,

But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine

On all deservers.—From hence to Inverness,

And bind us further to you.

Mach. The rest is labour, which is not us'd for you;

I'll be myself the harbinger, and make joyful

The hearing of my wife with your approach ;

So, humbly take my leave.

Bun. My worthy Cawdor!
Mach. Theprince of Cumberland!—That is a step.

On which I must fall down, or else o'erleap, \AsiiU.

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires !

Let not light see my black and deep desires :

The eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be,

Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. \Exit.

Dun. Trufij worthy Banquo; he is full so valiant;
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And in his commendations I am fed

;

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him.
Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome

:

It is a peerless kinsman. [Flourish. Exeunt.

SCENE V.

I

Inverness. A room in Macbeth's Castle.

Enter Lady MACBETH, rending a letter.

Lady M. lliey met me in the day of success ; and
I havt learned by the per/ectest report, they have
more in them than mortal knowledge. H^hen I
burned in desire to question them further, they made
themselves—air, into which they vanished. li'hiles I
stood rapt in the wonder of it, came missives from
the king, who all-hailed me Thane of Cawdor

; by
which title, before, these weird sisters saluted me, and
referred me to the coming on of time, with, Hail,
Iring that shalt be ! 7'his have I thought good to de-
liver thee, my dearest partner of greatness ; that
thou mightest not lose the dues of rejoicing, by being
ignorant of what greatness is promised thee. Lay it
to thy heart, and farewell.

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be
What thou art promis'd :—Yet I do fear thy nature
Is too full o'the milk of human kindness.
To catch the nearest way : Thou would'st be great;
Art not without ambition

; hut without
'

The illness, should attend it. What thou would'st
highly.

That would'st thou holily : would'st not play false.
And yet would'st wrongly win : thou'd'st have

great Glamis,
That, which cries, 7'hus thou must do, if thou have it;
yind that which rather thou dost fear to do.
Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither.
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear

:

And chastise with the valour of my tongue
All, that impedes thee from the golden round.
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem
To have thee crowned withal. What is your

tidings ?

Knter an Attendant.

Atten. The king comes here to-night.
Lfidy M. Thou'rt mad to say it :

Is act thy master with him J who, wer't so,
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Would have infonn'd for preparation.

Attcn. So please you, it is true; our thane is

coming :

One of my fellows had the speed of him

;

Who, almost dead for brenth, had scarcely more
Than would make up his message.

Ladi/ A/. Give him tending.

He brings greatnews. The raven himself is hoarse,
[K.vit Attendant.

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here ;

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full

Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood,
Stop up the access and passage to remorse

;

That no compunctious visitings of nature
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
The effect and it! Come to my woman's breasts,

And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring ministers.
Wherever in your sightless substances
You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night.

And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell

!

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes

;

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark.
To cry. Hold, hold .' Great Glamis ! worthy

Cawdor

)

Enter MACBETH.
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter!

Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present, and I feel now
The future in the instant.

Macb. My dearest love,

Duncan comes here to-night.

hddy il/. And when goes hence ?

Macb^ To-morrow,—as he purposes.
Ladi/ M. O, never

Shall sun that morrow see !

Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men
May read strange matters :—To beguile the time.

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye,

Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent
flower.

But be the serpent under it. He, that's coming.
Must be provided for : and you shall put
This night's great business into my despatch

;

Which shaU to all our nights and days to come
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Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom.
Macb. We will speak further.

Xflrfy Af. Only look up clear ;

To alter favour ever is to fear ;

Leave all the rest to me. \^Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

7'he same. Be/ore the castle.

Haatboys. Servants of Macbeth attending.

Enter DUNCAN, MALCOLM, DONALBAIN,
BANQUO, LENOX, MACDUFF, ROSSE,
ANGUS, and Mtendanis,

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat; the air

Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself

Unto our gentle senses,

Ban. This guest of summer.
The temple-hauuting martlet, does approve.
By his lov*d mansionry, that the lieaven's breath
Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze, buttress.

Nor coigne of vantage, but this bird hath made
His pendant bed, and procreant cradle : where they
Most breed and haunt, I have observ'd, the air

; Is delicate.

I Enter Lady MACBETH.
Dun. See, see ! our honoured hostess!

TTie love, that follows us, sometime is our trouble.

Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you,

1
How you shall bid God yield us for your pains,

I And thank us for our trouble.

Lady M. All our service

In every point twice done, and then done double.

Were poor and single business, to contend
Against those honours deep and broad, wherewith
Your majesty loads our house; For those of old.

And the late dignities heap'd up to them.
We rest your hermits.

Dun. Where's the thane of Cawdor X

We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpose
To he his purveyor: but he rides well;
And his §reat love, shai-p as his spur, hath holp him
To his home before us : Fair and noble hostess.

We are your guest to-night.

Ladtf M. Your servants ever
Have theirs, themselves,and what is theirs, incompt.
To make tlieir audit at your highness* pleasure.
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Still to return your own.
Dun. Give me your hand

:

Conduct me to mine host ; we love him highly.
And shall continue our graces towards him.
By your leave, hostess. \Exeunt.

SCENE vir.

The same. A room in the castle.

HautbotfS and torches. Enter, andpms over the stage,
a Sewer, and divers Servants with dishes and ser-
vice. Then enter MACBETH.
Macb. If it were done, when 'tis done, then

'twere well,
It were done quickly : K the assassination
Could trammel up the consequence, aud catch,
With his sutcease, success

; that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the end-all here.
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,—
We'd Jump the life to come.—But, in these cases.We still have judgment here ; that we but teach
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return
To plague the inventor: This even-handed justice
pomniends the' ingredients of our poison'd chalice
To our own lips. He's here in double trust:
First, as f am his kinsman and his subject,
Strong both against the deed

;
then, as his host.

Who should against his murderer shut the door,
Not bear the knife mj-self. Besides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been
So clear in his great otfice, that his virtues
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against
The deep damnation of his taking-off

:

And pity, like a naked new-born babe.
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin, hors'd
Upon the sightless couriers of the air.

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,
That tears shall drown the wind.—I have no spur
To prick the sides of my intent, but only
Vaulting ambition, which o'er-leaps itself,

And fiills on the other.—How now, what news ?

Enter Lady MACBETH.
Lady M. He has almost supp'd : Why have vou

left the, chamber?
/

Mach. Hath he ask'd for me?
Mdy M, Know you not, he has?
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Mttcb. We will proceed no furtlier in this business :

He halh lionoui'd me of late; and I have bought

Golden opinions from all sorts of people.

Which would be worn now in the newest gloss.

Not cast aside so soon.

iorfy M. Was the hope drunit.

Wherein you dress'd yourself? hath it slept since f

And wakes it now, to look so green and pale

At what it did so freely? From this time.

Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard

To be the same in thine own act and valour.

As thou art in desire ? Would'st thou have that.

Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life.

And live a coward in thine own esteem;

Letting I dare not wait upon I would.

Like the poor cat i'the adage ?

Macb. Pr'ythee, peace

:

I dare do all that may become a man

;

Who dares do more, is none.

Lndt/ M. What beast was it then.

That made you break this enterprise to me ?

When you durst do it, then you were a man ;

And, to be more than what you were, you would
Be so much more the man. Nov time, nor place.

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both

:

They have made themselves, and that their fitness

now
Does unmake you. I have given suck; and know
How tender 'tis, to love the babe that milks me ;

I would, while it was smiling in my face.

Have pluck'd my nipple from its boneless gums,

And dash'd the brains out, had I.so sworn, as yoa

Have done to this.

Macb. If we should
LadyM. We fail!

But screw your courage to the s ticking-place.

And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep,

(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey

Soundly invite him,) his two chamberl^s
Will I with wine and wassel so convince.

That memory, the warder of the brain,

Shall a fume, and the receipt of reason

A limbeck only : When in swinish sleep

Their drenched natures lie, as in a death.

What cannot yon and I perform upon
The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon

His spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt
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Of our great quell ?

Macb. Bring forth men-children only !

For thy undaunted mettle should compose
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd.
When we have mart'd with blood those sleepy two
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very dago-ers.
That they have don't?

°

Lady M. Who dares receive it other.
As we shall malce our griefs and clamour roar
Upon bis death?

Macb. I am settled, and bend up
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.
Away, and mock the time with fairest show

:

False face must hide what the false heart doth
loiow. [Exeunt,

ACT 11. SCENE I.

The same. Court within the Castle.

Enter BANQUO and FLKANCE, and a Servant,
with a torch be/ore them.

Ban. How goes the night, boy ?

Fie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the
clock.

Ban. And she goes down twelve.
f^e. J take't, 'tis later, sir.

Ban. Hold, take my sword ;—There's husbandry
in heaven.

Their candles are all out.—Take thee that too.
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me.
And yet I would not sleep : Merciful powers !

Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature
Gives way to in repose !—Give me my sword ;—
Enter MACBETH, and a Servant with a torch.

Who*s there?
Macb. A friend.

Ban . What, sir, not yet at rest ? The king's a-bed:
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and
Sent forth great largess to your offices :

This diamond he greets your wife withal.
By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up
In measureless content.
Macb. Being unprepai-'d;

Our will became the servant to defect;
Which else shbuld free have wrought.

All's well.
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1 dreamt last night of the three weird sisters :

To you they have show'd some truth.

j[/(tcb. 1 think not of them :

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve.

Would spend it in some words upon that business.

If you would grant the time.
_

J^„„, At your kind'st leisure.

;i/flc6. Ifyou shall cleave tomy consent,—when 'tis.

It shall make houour for you.
So I lose noae.

In seeking to augment it, but still keep

My bosom franchis'd, and allegiance clear,

I shall be counsel 'd.

ji/acfi. Good repose, the while !

k, Ban. Thanks, sir ; The like to you

!

' [fC.vii Banqito.

A/ac*.Go,bid thy mistress,when my drink is ready.

She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.
{Exit Servant.

Is this a dagger, which I see before me.

The handle toward my hand J Come, let me dutch

thee :

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still.

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible

To feeling, as to sight? or art thou hut

A dagger of the mind : a false creation.

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?

1 see thee yet, in form as palpable

As this, which now I draw.

Tliou marshal'st me the way, that I was gomg

;

And such an instrument 1 was to use.

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses.

Or else' worth all the rest: I see thee still

;

And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts of blood,

Which was not so before.—There's no such thmg:

It is the bloody business, which informs

Thus to mine eyes.—Now o'er the one half world

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse

The curtain'd sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates

Pale Hecate's offerings ; and wither'd murder,

Alavum'd by his sentinel, the wolf.

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace.

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design

Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-setearth.

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear

The very stones prate of my where-about.

And take the present horror from the time.
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Which now suits with it.—Whiles I threat, he lives
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

T , . . , L'^ ^sll rings.
1 go, and It IS done

; the hell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exit.

SCENE II.

The same.

Enter Lady MACBETH.
LadyM That, which hath made them drunk,

hath made me bold;
What hath quench'd them, hath given me £rc :—

Hark
!—Peace !

Jt was the owl, that shriek'd ; the fatal bellman.
Which gives the stern'st good-night. He is about it:
1 he doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with snores : I have drugg'd

their possets,
That death and nature do contend about them.
Whether they live, or die.
Macb. [/ViMn.] Who's there ?—what, ho !

Ladi/ M
.
Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd.And lis not done :—the attempt, and not the deed.

Confounds us ;_Hark !—I laid their daggers ready.Me could not miss them.—Had he not resembledMy father as he slept, I had done't.—My husband?

Enter MACBETH.
Macb. I have done the deed :—Didst thou not

near a noise ?

Ladi/M
.

Iheard the owl scream,aud the crickets cryDid not jrou speak ?
'

Macb. When

»

Ladi, M. jfo^.

llSyMKy. As I descended?

Much. Hark !

—

Who lies i'the second chamber ?

ilVL- Donalbain.

r S , , . '? I'-oolcing on his hands.

fA "tu
''"^"^ 'bought, to say a sorry sight.

Macb. There's one did laugh in his sleep, and
one cried, murder.'

That they did wake each other ; I stood and heard
them ;
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But tKey did say their prayers, and addressed them

Again to sleep.

Lady M. There are two lodg'd together.

Macb. One cried, God bless us! and Atnen, the

other

;

As they had seen me, with these hanfiman s hands.

Listening their fear. I could not say, Amen,
When they did say, God bless us.

Ladi; M- Consider it not so deeply.

ATacb. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen?
I had most need of blessing, and Amen
Stuck in ray throat.

Ladtf M. These deeds must not he thought

Aftei- these ways ; so, it will make us mad.

Macb. Melhought, I heard a voice cry. Sleep no

mere /

Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep ;

Sleep, that knits up the ruveWd sleave of care.

The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath.

Bairn of hurt minds, great nature's second course.

Chief nourisher in life's feast i
—

Lady M. What do you mean ?

Macb. Still it cried. Sleep no more.' to all the

house :

Glamis hath murder'd sleep; and therefore Cawdor

Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more!

Lady M. Who was it, that thus cried ? Why,
worthy thane,

Vou do unbend your noble strength, to think

So brainsickly of things Go, get some water.

And wash this filthy witness from your hand.—

Why did you bring these daggers from the place?

They must lie there : Go, carry them; and smear

The sleepy gi'ooms with blood.

Macb. I'l^ go ""o^'*'^

I am afraid to think what I have done

;

Look on't again ; I dare not.

Lady M. Infirm of purpose !

Give me the daggers : The sleeping, and the dead.

Are but as pictures : 'tis the eye of childhood.

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal.

For it must seem their guilt.

{Ea'it. knocking wtthtn.

llfacb. Whence is that knocking ?

Hew is't with me, when every noise appals me ?

What hands are here ? Ha! they pluck out mine eyes!
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Will all peat Neptune's ocean iv-ash this Uoad
Thrj!"!r, '^^ • raA",Ihe multitudinous seas mcaniardine.
Making the green one red.

Re-tnler Lady MACBKTH.
inrfj/ */ My hands are of your colour : but I shame

A, Ifl^ C*'""^*-] J hear a knockingAt the south en ry;-retire we to onr chamber:A little water clears us of this deedHow easy is it then r Your constancy
Hath left you unattended.—[Anociinc-.l Hark'more knocking :

o j
-

Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us.And show us to be watchers :—Be not lostao poorly m your thoughts.
Mach. I'o know my deed,— 'twere best not know

myself.
\KlioctcWake Duncan with thy knocking I Ay, 'wotild thoii

could st

!

SCENE nr.
TTte same.

Enter a Porter. [Kmcimg mthin.
Porter. Here's a knocking, indeed ! It a manwere porter of hell-gate, he should have old turningthe key \Kmcking.] Knock, knock, knock ; Who'i

w"',
'*,'°™e°f Bekebub? Here's a farmer,that hang'd himself on the expectation of plenty •

Lome in time: have napkins enough about you •

tewh '"
'"J

[4»»'-^-''''^0 Knock, knick:W ho s there, I'the other devU's name J 'Faith here'san equiTocator, that could swear in both the scales
against either scale ; who committed treason enouch
lor o,od s sake, yet could not etluivocate to heaveS •

y, come m, equivocator. [Knockml!.^ Knock'

¥niv\^''t'-
Who's thereS 'Faith.^efe's anEnglish tailor come hither, for stealing out of atrench hose: Come in, tailor; here you may roast

Si^°W,- Knock, kno'ck : Njver^

for i^ell f'n T T"" --^V'
*i» PlH"" is too cold

iL.l .
1,

'*';"1:P"«'- >t further : I hadthought to have let in sonje of all professions, thatgo the primrose way to the everlasting bonfire.
ih mhng.l Anon, anou ; I pray you, remember
thepofter, \hpensHegaU.
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Enter MACDUFF and LENOX.
Macd. Was it so late, fi ieiid, ere you weut to bed,

n»at you do lie so late ?

Port. 'Faith, sir, we were carousing till the

second cock : aiid driak, sir, is a great provoker of

three things.

Macd. What three things does drink especially

provoke 1

Port. Man-y, sir, nose-painting, Sleep, and urine.

Lechery, sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it pro-

vokes the desire, but it takes away ihe performance :

Therefore, much drink may be said to be an equi-

vocator with lechery : it makes him, and it mars
him ; it sets him on, and it takes him off; it per-

suades him, and disheartens him ; makes him stand

to, and not stand to : in conclusion, equivocates him
in a sleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him.
Mncd. I believe, drink gave thee the lie lastnight.

Port. That it did, sir, i'the very throat o'me :

But I requited him for his lie; and, I think, being

too strong for him, though he took up my legs

sometime, yet I made a shift to cast him.
Macd. Is thy master stirring?

—

Our knocking has awak'd him; here he comes.

Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane?
Macb. Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him

;

I have almost slipped the hour.

Macb. I'll bring you to him.
Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you

;

But yet, 'tis one.

Mach. The labour we delight in, physicks pain.

This is the door.

Macd, I'll make so bold to call.

For 'tis my limited service. \^E.tit Macduff,
Lcn. Goes the king

From hence to-day?
Macb. He does:—He did appoint so.

Len. The night has been unruly : Where we lay,

Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they say,

Lamentings heard i'the air; strange screams of death

;

And prophesying, with accents terrible.

Good-morrow, both !
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Of dire combustion, and confus'd events,
New hatch'd to the woeful time. The obscure bird
Clamour'd the livelong night : some say, the earth
Was feverous, and did shake.

'Twas a rough night,
/.en. My young remembrance cannot parallelA fellow to it.

Re-enter MACDUFF.
Macd. O hon-or! hoiTor! horror! Tongue, nor heart.

Cannot conceive, nor name thee !

^{'^'^^- What's the matter ?
Macd. Confusion now hath made his master-piece!

Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence
The life o'the building.
Macb. What is't you say ? the life ?
I^n. Mean you his majesty?
Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your

With a new Gorgon Do not bid me speak
;

See, and then speak yourselves.—Awake ! Awake !—
[Ea'eune Macbeth and Lenox.Kmg the alarum-bell ;—Murder ! and treason !

Baaquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake !

Shake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit.
And look on death itself !—up, up, and see
The great doom's image ! Makolm ! Banquo .'

Aa from your graves rise up, and walk like sprights,
To counteuance this horror! \_Bell rings.

Enter Lady MACBETH.
£fl(/^ M. What's the business,

i hat such a hideous trumpet calls to parley
The sleepers of the house ? ^eak> speak,

O, geotle lady,
lis not for you to hear what I can speak :

The repetition, in a woman's ear.
Would murder as it fell. O Banquo ! Banquo!

Enter BANQUO.
Our royal master's murder'd !

Ladi/ M. Woe, alas !

What, m our house ?

Ban. Too cruel, any where. ^
:pear Duff, T pr'ythee, contradict thyself,
Aiid say, it is not sp.
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Re-enter MACBETH nnd LENOX.
Iklacb. Had Ibut died an hour before this chance,

I had liv'd a blessed time ;
for, from this instant.

There's nothing serious in mortality

;

All is but toys ; renown, and grace, is dead ;

The ivine of life is drawn, and the mere lees

Is left this vault to brag of.

Enter MALCOLM and DONALBAIN.
Don. What is amiss?
Macb. You are, and do not know it:

The spring, the head, the fomUEun of youi- blood

Is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp'd.

Maid. Your royal father's murder'd.

Afal. whom ?

Len . Those ofhis chamber, as it seem'd,had done't:

Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood.

So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found

Upon their pillows :

They star'd, and were distracted ; no man s life

Was to be trusted with them.

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury.

That I did kill them.
Macd. Wherefore did you so £

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate, and

furious.

Loyal and neutral, in a moment? \o man:
The expedition of my violent love

Out-ran the pauser reason.—Here lay Duncan,

His silver skin lac'd with his golden blood
;

And his gash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature.

For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, the murderers,

Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers

Unmannerly breech 'd with gore: Who could refrain,

That had a heart to love, and in that heart

Courage, to jpake his love known ? •

ifldy il/. Help me hence, ho !

Macd. Look to the lady.

l^lal^ Why do we hold our tongues,

That most may claim this argument for ours ?

Don. What should be spoken here,

Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole.

May rush, and seize us? Let's away; our tears

Are not yet brew'd.
Mai. Nor our strong sorrow oi)

T^e foot of motioii.
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£an. Look to the lady:

—

\_Lady Macbeth is carried out.
And when we have our naked frailties hid,
That suffer in exposure, let us meet.
And question this most bloody piece of work.
To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us

:

Jn the great hand of God I stand
;
and, thence.

Against the undivulg'd pretence I fight
Of treasonous malice.
Macb. And so do T.

^li- So all.
Macb. Let's briefly put on manly readiness.

And meet i'the hall together.
^li- Well contented, i

[Eaeunt all but Mai. and Don.
Mai. What will you do ? Let's not consort with

tlietn

:

To show an unfelt sorrow, is an office.
Which the false man does easy : I'll to England,

Don. To Ireland, I ; our separate fortune
Shall keep us both the safer: where we are.
There's daggers in men's smiles : the near in blood.
The nearer bloody.
Mnl. This murderous shaft, that's shot.

Hath not vet lighted ; and our safest way
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse

;And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,
But shift away : There's warrant in that theft,
Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left.

\^Exettnt.

SCENE IV.

fVithout the castle.

Enter ROSSE and an old man.
t5/rf M. Threescore and ten I can remember well:

Within the volume of which time I have seen
Hours dreadful, and things strange : but this sore'

night
Hath trifled former knowings.

^o^se- Ah, good father.
Thou see'st, the heavens, as troubled with man's

act.

Threaten his bloody stage : by the clock 'tis day.
And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp ;

Is it night's predominance, or the day's shame.
That darkness does the face of earth micmb.
When living light should kiss it?
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^ ^ ,
'Tis unnatui-al.

Even hke the deed that's done. On Tuesday last,A falcon, tow'ring in her pride of place.
Was liy a mousing owl hau-k'd at, and kiU'd.

Bosse. And Duncan's horses, (a thing most
strange and certain,)

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race,
Tum'd ivild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out,
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would makeWar with mankind.
Oid A/. Tis said, they eat each other.
Jiossc.They did so ; to the amaiiement of mine eyes,

rhat look'd npon't. Here comes the good ftlao-
duff:—

»

Enter MACDUFF.
How goes the world, sir, now?

•J'"'^''-
Why, see you not .'

Jiosse. Is t known, who did this more thautloody
deed t

'

Macd. Those, Uiat Macbeth hath slain.
Jiosse. Alas, the day !

What good could they pretend ?

Alacd. They were subom'd :

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the kir.g's two sons.
Are Btol'u away and fled ; which puts upon them
Suspicion of the deed.

Bpsse. 'Gainst nature still

:

1 hriftless ambition, that will ravin up
Thine own life's means .'—Then 'tis most like,
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.

AJacd. He is already nam'd ; and gone to Scone,
To be invested.

Jtosse. Where is Duncan's body
»'

Afacd. Carried to Colmes-kill;
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors,
And guardian of their bones.
^oise. Will you to Scone?
Aiacd. No, cousin, I'll to Fife.
^osse. Well, T will thither.
Macd. Well, may you see things well done there

;

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new I

Basse. Father, fare^^•eU.
Oid AI. God's benison go with you; and with those,

That would make good of bad, and friends of foes i
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ACT III. SCENE r.

Fores, A room in the palace.

Enter BANQUO.
Ban. Thou hast it now. King, Cawdoi-.Glainis, all,

As the weii-d women promiB'd ;
and, I fear.

Thou play'dst most foully for't : yet it was said.

It should not stand in thy posterity
;

But that myself should be the root, and father

Of many kings. If there come truth from them,

(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,)

"VV'hy, by the verities on thee made good,

May they not be my oracles as well.

And set me up in hope ? But, hush ; no more.

Senet sounded. Enter MACBETH, as Kincf; Lady
MACBETH, as Queen; LENOX, ROSSE,
Lords, LadieSy and Attendants.

Macb. Here's our chief guest.

Ladu M. If he had been forgotten,

It had been as a gap in our great feast.

And all things unbecoming.
Alac. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir.

And I'll request your presence.

Ban. Let your highness

Command upon me ; to the which, my duties

Are with a most indissoluble tie

For ever knit.

Aiacb. Ride you this afternoon ?

Macb. We should have else desir'd your good

advice

(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,)

In this day's council ; but we'll take to-morrow.

Is't far you ride ?
.

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time

'Twixt this and supper : go notmy horse the better,

I must become a borrower of the night.

For a dark hour, or twaia.

Macb. Fail o"** *^east.

Ban. My lord, I will not.

Macb. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow d
In England, and in Ireland ; not confessing

Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers

With strange invention : But of that to-morrow [

When, therewithal, we §hall have cause of state.

Ban.
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Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : Adieu,
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ?
Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon us.
Macb. I wish your horses swift, and sure of foot ;And 80 I do commend you to their backs.

Farewell.— ^Ea tt Banquo.
Let every man be master of his time,
Till seven at uight; to make society
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself
Tin supper-time alone : wliile then, God be with

you. [Exeunt Lady Macbclh,Lor(is,Ladits,^'c.
Sirrah, a word : Attend those men our pleasure ?
Atten. They are, my lord, without the palace gate.
Mncb. Bring them before us.— Atten.^ To

be thus, is nothing
;

But to be safely thus :—Our fears in Banquo
Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature
Reigns that, which should be fear'd : 'Tis much

he dares

;

And, to that dauntless temper of his mind.
He hath a wisdom, that doth guide his valour
To act in safety. There is none, but he.
Whose being 1 do fear : and, under him.
My genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is said,
Mark Antony's was by Caesar. He chid the sisters.
When first they put the name of King upon me.
And bade them speak to him

; then, prophet-like.
They hail'd him father to a line of kings :

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitless crown.
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe.
Thence to be -wrench'd with an unlineal hand,
No son of mine succeeding. If it be so.
For Banquo'a issue have T filed my mind

;

For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd

;

Fut rancours in the vessel of my peace
Only for them ; and mine eternal iewel
Given to the common enemy of man.
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings !

Rather than so, come, fate, into the list.

And champion me to the utterance!—Who's there?

—

Re-enter Attendant, with two Murderers.

Now ,to the door, and stay there till we call.

,
{Ea it Attendant,

Was it not yesterday we spoke together ?

1 Vt/ur. It ivas, so please your highness.
^^(icb. AVell then, no\y

I
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Have you consider'd of my speeches? Know,
That it was he, in the times past, which held you
So -under fortune ;

which, you thought, had been

Our innocent self: this 1 niiide good to you
In our last conference ;

pass'd in probation with you.

How you were borne in hand ; how crossed
;

the

instruments

;

Who wrought with them ; and all things else, that

might.
To half a soul, and to a notion craz'd.

Say, Thus did Banquo.
1 Mur. You made it known to us.

Macb. I did so ; and went further, which is now
Our point of second meeting. Do you find

Your patience so predominant in your nature.

That you can let this go ? Are you so gospell'd,

To pray for this good man, and for his issue.

Whose heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave.

And beggar'd yours for ever?
1 Mur. We are men, my liege.

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men ;

Ashounds, and greyhounds^ mongrels, spaniels,curs,

Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are cleped

All by the name of dogs : the valued file

Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle,

The house-keeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift, which bounteous nature

Hath in him clos'd
;
whereby he does receive

Particular addition, from the bill

That writes them all alike: and so of men.
Now, if you have a station in the file.

And not in the worst rank of manhood, say it;

And I will put that business in your bosoms.
Whose execution takes your enemy off;

Grapples you to the heart and love of us.

Who wear our health but sickly in his life.

Which in his death were perfect.

IMur. I am one, my liege.

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world
Have so incens'd, that I am reckless what
I do, to spite the world.

1 Mur. And I another.

So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune,

That I would set my life on any chance.

To mend it, or be rid on't.

Alacb. Both of you
Know* Saiiq,uo was your enemy.
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2 Afur. True, my lord.
Macb. So is he mine : and in such bloody distance.

That every minute of his being thrusts
Against my near'st of life : And though I could
With bare-fac'd power sweep him from my sight,
Aud bid my will avouch it

; yet I must not.
For certain friends, that are both his and mine.
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall,

AVhora I myself struck down : and thence it is.

That I to your assistance do make love ;

Masking the business from the common eye,
For sundry weighty reasons.
2 Mur. We shall, my lord,

Perform what you command us.

1 Mur. Thongh our lives——

-

Macb. Your spirits shine through you. Within
this hour, at most,

I will adWse you where to plant yourselves.
Acquaint you with the perfect spy a'the time.
The moment on't; for't mus^be done to-night,
And something from the palace ; always thought.
That I require a clearness: And with him,
(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,)
Fleance his son, that kepps him company,
Whose absence is no less material to me
Than is his father's, must embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. Resolve youi-selves apart;
I'll come to you anoo.
2 Mur. We are resolv'd, iny lord.

Macb. I'll call upon you straight; abide within.
It is concluded: Banquo, thy soul's flight.

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night.

{Exeunt,

SCENE II.

The same. Another room.

Enter Lady MACBETH and a Servant.

LadyM. Is Banquo gone from court?
Sen>. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.

Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend his leisure
For s. few words.

Serv. Madam, I will. \_Ea'it.

Lady M. Nought's had, all's spent.
Where our desire is got without content

:

'Tis safer to be that which we destroy,
Thau, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy.
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Ent^ MACBETH.
How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone,

Of sorriest fancies your companions making I

Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died

With them, they think on? Things without remedy
Should be without regard : what's done, is done.

Macb. We have scotch'd the snake, not kiU'd it

;

She'll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice

Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer,

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep

In the affliction of these terrible dreams,

That shake us nightly : Better be with the dead.

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace.

Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ecstaey, Duncan is in his grave
;

After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well

;

Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor poison.

Malice domestick, foreign levy, nothing,

Can touch him further !

Lady M. Come on
;

Gentle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks
;

Be bright and iovial 'mong your guests to-night.

Macb, So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be you:

Let your remembrance apply to Banquo

;

Present him eminence, botn with eye and tongue

:

Unsafe the while, that we
Must lave ouf honours in these flattering streams

;

And make our faces vizards to our hearts.

Disguising what they are.

Lady M. You must leave this.

Macb. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife I

Thou know'st, that Banquo, and his Fleance, Uvea.

Lady M. But in them nature's copy's not eterne.

Macb. There's comfort yet; they are assailable;

Then be thou jocund : Ere the bat hath flown

His cloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's summons.
The shard-borne beetle, with his drowy hums,
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done

A deed of dreadful note.

Ladi/M. What's to be done ?

, Alacb. Be innocent of the knowledge,dearest chuck.

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night,

Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day;

And with thy bloody aud mvisible hand
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Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond,
Whicli keeps me pale !—Light thickens ; and tha

crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood :

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse;
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rouse.

Thou marvell'st at my words : but hold thee still;

Thinffs, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill

:

So pr'ythee, go with me. [Eieunt.

SCENE nr.

7'ke same. j4 park or lawn, with a gate leading

to the palace.

Enter three Murderers.

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us f

3 MuT. Macbeth.
2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust ; since he

delivers
Our offices, and what we have to do.
To the direction just.

1 Mur. Then stand ^vith us.

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day :

Now spurs the lated traveller apace,
.To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches
The subject of our watch,
ZMur. Hark! I hear horses.

Ban. [/ftVAiw.] Give us light there, ho!
2 Mur. Then it is he ; the rest

That are within the note of expectation.

Already are i'the court.

I Mur. His horses go about.
3 Mur. Almost a mile : but he does usually,

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate

Make it their walk.

Enter BANQUO and FLEANCE, a Servant with

a torch preceding tkem.

Q Mur. A light, a light

!

3 Mur. 'Tis he.

I Mur. Stand to't.

Ban. It will be rain to night.

1 Mur. Let it come down.
{^Assaults Banquo.

Ban. O, treachery! Fly, good Fleauce, fly, fly, fly;

Thou may'st revenge.—O slave !

IDies. FleancG and Servant escapt-
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ZMur. Who did strike out the light ?

1 Mur. Was't not the way?
ZMur, There's but one down ; the son ia fled.
3 Afur. We have lost best half of our afifair.

1 Mur. Well, let's away, and say how much is
done. {Eaeuni.

SCENE IV.

^ room of state in the palace.

A banquet prepared. Enter MACBETH, Lado
MACBETH, ROSSE, LENOX, Lords, und
Attendants.

Mdcb. You know your own degfrees, sit down

:

at first

And last, the hearty welcome.
Lords. Thanks to your majesty.
Macb. Ourself will mingle with society.

And play the humble host.
Our fio.-,tess keeps her state

;
but, in best time.We will require her welcome.

Zorfj/ M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends;
For my heart speaks, they are welcome.

Enterfirst Murderer to the door.

Much. See, they encounter thee with their hearts'
thanks :

Both sides are even : Here I'll sit i'the midst :

Be large in mirth
;
anon, we'll drink a measure

The table round.—There's blood upon thy face.
Mur. 'Tis Banquo's then.
Macb. 'Tis better ihee without, than he within.

Is he dispatoh'd ?

Mur. My lord, his throat is cut ; that I did for him.
Mmb. Thou art the best o'the cut-throats: Yet

he's good.
That did tlie like for Fleance : if thou didst it.
Thou art the nonpareil.

Most royal sir,
Fleance is 'seap'd,
Macb. Then comes my fit again : I had else been

perfect

;

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock
;As broad, and general, as the casing air :

But now, 1 amcabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, hound ia
J o saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe ?
Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bides
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With twenty trenched gashes on his head
;

The least a death to uature.
Macb. Thanks for that:—

There the grown serpentlies ; the worm, that's fled,

Hatli nature, that in time will venom breed,
Noteethforthe present,—Gettheegone ; to-morrow
We'll hear, ourselves again. \Exit Murderer.
Lady M. My royal lord.

You not giA"e the cheer : the feast is sold.
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making,
'Tisgivcn with welcome: To feed,were best at hom«;
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony

;

Meeting were bare without it.

Macb. Sweet remembrancer!—*
Now good digestion wait on appetite,
And health ou both !

Lea. May it please your highness sit t

[ The Ghost of Banquo rises, and siis in
Macbeth's place.

Afacb. Here had we now our country's honour
roof'd,

Were the grac'd person of our Banquo present

;

AVho may I rather challenge for ualdnaness.
Than pity for mischance!

Rosse. His absence, sir.

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your high-
ness

To grace us wilh your royal company?
Macb- The table's full.

Len. Here's a place reserv'd, sir,

Macb. Where ?

Lett. Here, my lord. What is't that
moves your highness

Macb. Which of you have done this?
Lord"!. What, my good lord ?

Macb. Thou canst not say, I did it : never shake
Thy gory locks at me.

Basse. Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well.
Lady M. Sit, worthy friends :—my lord is often

thus.
And hath been from his youth: 'prayyou, keep seat;
The fit is momentai-y; upon a thought
He \vi\\ again be well : If much you note him.
You shall offend him, and extend his passion

;

Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man?
Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that

Which might appal the devil.
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Lady M, O proper stuff •

This is the very paiuting of your fear :

This is the air-drawn dagger, iWiich, you said.

Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and starts,

(Impostors to true fear,) would well become
A woman's story, at a -winter's fire,

Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame itself!

Why do you make such faces ? When all's donej
You look but on a stool.

Macb. Pr'ythee, see there! behold! look! lo I

how say you ?

"Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too.

—

If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send
Those, that we bury, back, our monuments
Shall be the maws of kites. \^Ghost disappears.
Lndy M. What ! quite unmann'd in folly 1

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him.
Lady M.- Fie, for shame !

Macb. Blood hatb been shed ere now, i'the olden
time.

Ere human statute purg'd the gentle weal

;

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been.
That) when the brains were out, the man would die.
And there an end : but now, they rise again.

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,
And push us from our stools : This is more strange
Than such a murder is.

Lady M. My worthy lord.

Your noble friends do lack you.
Macb. I do forget :

—
Do not muse at me, my worthy friends ;

J have a strange infirmity, which is nothing
To those that know me. Come, love and health

to all ;

Then I'll sit down: Give me some wine, fill

full :

I drink to the general joy of the whole table,

Gho&t rises.

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss
;

Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst.

And all to all.

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.
Mach. Avaunt ! and quit my sight! LettheeartK

hide thee

!

Thy bones are maiTowless, thy blood is cold;

1/
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Thou hast no speculation in those eyes.

Which thou dost glare with !

Ladt/ M. Think of this, good peers.

But as a thing of custom : 'tis no other
;

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.

Macb. Whatman dare, I dare:

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear.

The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger.

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves

Shalt never tremble : Or, be alive again.

And dare me to the desert with thy sword
;

If trembling I inhibit thee, protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow

!

[^Ghost disappears.

Unreal mockery, hence !—Why, so ;—being gone,

I am a man again.— Pray you, sit still-

Lady M. You have displac'd the mirth, broke

the good meeting,
With most admir'd disorder.

Mach. Can such things be.

And overcome us like a summer's cloud,

Without our special wonder ? You make me strange

Even to the disposition, that I owe,
I When now I think you can behold such sights.

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks.

When mine are blanch'd with fear.

Rosse. What sights, my lord ?

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; he grows worse

and worse
;

Question enrages him : at once, good night :

—

Stand not upon the order of your going.

But go at once.

Len. Good night, and better health
" Attend his majesty !

Ladi; M. A kind good night to all !

^- [Exeunt Lords and Attendants.

Macb. It will have blood
;
they say, blood will

have blood

:

Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak
;

Augurs, and understood relations, have

Bymagot-pies,and choughs, aud rooks,broughtforth

' The secret'st man of blood.—What is the night T

Ladtf M. Almost at odds with morning, which is

which,
" Macb. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies his

person,

At our great bidding ?
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Lady M. Did you send to him, sir?
Mucb. I bear it by the way ; but T will send :

There's not a one of them, but in his house
I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow,
(Betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters:

More shall they speak ; fornow I am bent to know.
By the worst means, the worst: for mine own/

good,
All causes shall give way ; I am in blood

j

Stept in so far, that, should I wade no more, '

Returning were as tedious as go o'er :

Strani^e things I have in head, that will to hand; I

Which must be acted, ere they may be scann^'d.
Lndi/ M. You lack the season of all natures, sleep,

f

Macb. Come-, we'll to sleep : My strange and I

self-abuse
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use :

—

We are but young in deed. \_EAeunt.

SCENE V.

The heath.

Thunder. Enter HECATE, meeting the three
fi'itches.

,

1 ^itch.Why,how now, Hecate? you look angerly.
I/ec. H ave I not reason, beldams, as you are^

]Saucy, and overbold 1 How did you dare
'

To trade and tiafiick with Macbeth,
In riddles, and affairs of d«ath;
And T, the mistress of your charms.
The close contriver of all harms.
Was never call'd to bear my part.
Or show the glory of our art /

And, which is worse, all you have done
|

Hath been but for a wayward son, f

Spiteful, and wrathful; who, as others do.
Loves for his own ends, not for you. '

But make amends now : Get you gone.
And at the pit of Acheron
Meet me i'the morning ; thither he
Will come to know his destiny.
Your vessels, and your spells, pro^de.
Your charms, and every thin? beside :

I am for the air
; this night I'll spend

Unto a dismal-fatal end.
Great business must be wrought ere noon

;

Upoa the comer of the moon
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There hangs a vaporous drop profound
, (

I'll catch it, ere it come to g;round :
^

And that, distill'd by magicV slights.

Shall raise such artinctal spri^hts.

As, by the strength of their illusion,

Shall draw him on to his confusion:

, He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and b^ar
His hopes *bove wisdom, ^ace, and fear

:

And you all know, security-

Is mortals' chiefest enemy.
Song. {^fViehin.] Come awrtj/, come moay, Sfc.

Hark, I am call'd
;
my little spirit, see,

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. \Exit.
1 pfitch. Come, -let's make haste ; she'll soon be

;[ back again. \^Ea.-eunt.

SCENE VI.

Fores. A room in the palace.

Enter LENOX and anoVier Lord.

Len. My foi-mer speeches have but hit your
thoughts,

Which can interpret further : only, I say.
Things have been strangely borne : The gracious

Duncan
Was pitied of Macbeth :—marry, he was dead :

—

And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late ;W horn, you may say, if it please you, Fleance kill'd.
For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late.
Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain,
To kill their gracious father? damned fact!
How it did grieve Macl)eth! did he not straight.
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear.
That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep!
Was not that nobly done t Ay, and wisely too ;

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive.

To hear the men deny it. So that, I say.
He has born all things well : and I do think.
That, had he Duncan's sons under his key,
[As.an't please heaven,he shall not,) they should find
What 'twere to kill a father; so should Fleance.
But, peace !—for from broad words, and 'cause h«

fail'd

His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear,
Macduff lives in disgrace : Sir, cau you tell

Where he bestows himself?
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Lord. The son of Duncan,
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth,

Lives in the English court.; and is receiv'd

Of the most pious Edward with such grace.

That the malevolence of fortune nothing
Takes from his high respect: thither Macduff
Is gone to pray the holy king, on his aid
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward

:

That, hy the help of these, (with Him above
To ratity the work,) we may again
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights

;

Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives

;

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours,.

Ail which we pine for now : And this report
Hath so exasperate the king, that he
Prepares for some attempt of war.
Len. Sent he to Macduff?
Lord. He did : and with an absolute, ^V, not I,

The cloudy messenger turns me his back,
And hums ; as who should say, You'll rue the time,

That clogs me with this answer.
Len. And that well miglit

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance

His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel
Fly to the court of England, and unfold
His message ere he come ; that a swift blessing

May soon return to this our suffering country
tJnner a hand accurs'd !

Lord. My prayers with him ! \_Exeu7it.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

^ dark cave. In the middle, a cauldron boiling-

Timnder. Enter three H'itches.

1 Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mew*d.
2 fp'itch. Thrice ; and once the hedge-pig whin'd.

3 Witch. Hai-per cries :

—
'Tis time, tis time.

1 Witch. Round about the cauldron go ;

In the poison'd entrails throw.
Toad, that under coldest stone
Days and nights hast thirty-one
Swelter'd venom sleeping got.

Boil thou first i'the charmed pot

!

^11. Double, double toil and trouble
;

Fire, bum
;
and, cauldron, bubble.

2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake,
la the cauldron boil and bake :
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Eye of newt, and toe of frog,

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog,

Adder's fork, and blind-worm's sting.

Lizard's leg, and owlet's v"ng.
For a charm of powerful trouble.

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble,
All. Doable, double toil and trouble

;

Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble.
3 /f'itch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf;

Witches' mummy
;
maw, and gulf.

Of the raviri'd salt-sea shark;
Root of hemlock, digg'd i'the dark;
Liver of blaspheming Jew;
Gall of goat, and slips of yew,
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse

;

Nose of Turk, and Tartar's lips
;

Finger of birth-strangled babe.
Ditch deliver'd by a drab.
Make the gruel thick and slab :

Add thereto a tiger's chauldron,
For the ingredients of our caudron.
AIL Double, double toil and trouble

;

Fire, burn ; and cauldron, bubble.
2 iVitch. Cool it with a baboon's blood,

Then the charm is firm and good.

Enter HECATE, and the other three mtcles,

Hec. O, well done ! I commend your pains;
And every one shall share i'the gains.

And now about the cauldron sing.

Like elves and fairies in a ring,

Enchanting all, that you put in. \ltia&ich.

SONG.
Black spirits and white.
Red spirits and grey

;

Mingle, mingle, mingle.
You that mingle may.

2 Witch. By tlie pricking of my thumbs.
Something wicked this way comes :

Open, locks, whoever knocks.

Kater MACBETH.
Alfich. How now, you secret, black, and mid-

night hags ?

What ia't you dp ?
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A deed without a name.

M(K^b. I cfinjure you, by that, which you profeag,
(Howe'er you come to know it,) answer me :

Though you untie the winds, and let them fight
Against the churches

;
though the yesty waves

Confound and swallow navigation up :

Though bladed corn be lodg'd,and trees blown down;
Though castles topple on their warders' heads;
Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope
Their heads to their foundations; though the treasure
Of nature's germins tumble all together,
Even till desti'uetion sicken, answer me
To what I ask you.

1 mtcA. Speak.
^PFitci. Demand.
3 ^itck. We'll answer.
1 fVitck. Say, if thou'dst rather hear it from our

mouths.
Or from our masters'?
Macb. Call them, let me see them.
1 Witch. Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten
Her nine farrow

;
grease, that's sweaten

From the murderer's giVoet, throw
Into the flame.

All. Come, high, or low
;

Thyself, and office, deftly show.

Thunder. An Appar'tion of an armed head rises.

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power,
1 Witch. He knows thy thought;

Hear his speech, but say thou nought.
^pp. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! beware Mac-

duff
;

Beware the thane of Fife.—Dismiss me :—Enough.

Macb. Whate'er thoa art, for thy good caution,
thanks

;

Thou hast harp'd my fear aright :—But one word
more :

—

1 Witch. He will not be commanded : Here's
another.

More potent than the first.

Thunder. An Aj^mriiion of a bhody child rises.

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth !^
Macb. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee.

[ Descends,

App. Be bloody, boW,'
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And resinlute : laugh to scorn the power of man.
For none of woman born shall harm Macbeth.

\_Descends.
Macb. Then live, Macduff ; What need I fear of

thee ?

But yet I'll make assurance double sure.
And lake a bond of fate : thou shalt not live

;

That I may tell pale- hearted fear, it lies.

And sleep in spite of thunder.—What is this.

Thunder. An Apparition of a child crowned, with
a tree in his hand, rises.

That rises like the issue of a king ;

And wears upon his baby brow the round
And top of sovereignty ?

All. Listen, but speak not.
App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no ca«

Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are :

Macbeth shall never vanquish'd be, until
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinaue hill
Shall come against him. \_Descends,
Macb. That will never be :

Who can impress the forest; bid tlie tree
Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements ! good!
Rebellious head, rise never, till the wood
Of Birnam rise, and our high placed Macbeth
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath
To time, and mortal custom.—Yet my heart
Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your art
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo's issue ever
Reign in this kingdom t

AIL Seek to know no more.
Macb. I will be satisfied : deny me this,

And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let me know :

—

Why sinks that cauldron ? and what noise is this ?

\ Hautboys.
1 mtch. Show ! 2 !P'itch. Show ! 3 mtck. Show!

j
All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart;

Come like shadows, so depart.

= Eight kings afipmr, and pass over the stage in order

;

the lust with a glass in his hand
\ BANQUO fol-

lowing.

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit ofBanquo; down!
_ Thycrown does sear mine eye-balls :—And thy hair.
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first:

—

j A third is like the former :—Filthy hags

!
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Why do you show me this ?—A fourth ?—Start, eyest

What ! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom?
Another yet?—'A seventh T— I'll see no more:

—

And yet the eighth appears, who hears a glass.

Which shows me many more; and some I see.

That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carry

:

Horrible sight !—Ay, now, I see, tis true ;
|

For ihe blood- bolter 'd Banquo smiles upon me.
And points at them for his.—What, is this so ?

1 PVitch. Ay, sir, all this is so :—But why
Stands Macbeti thus amazedly?

—

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights.

And show the best of our delights :

I'll charm the air to give a sound.
While you perform your antique round

:

Tliat this great king may Idndly say.

Our duties did his welcome pay.

[Miisick. 'llie Witches dance, and vanish.

Macb. Where are they? Gone?—Let this per-

nicious hour '

Stand aye accursed in the calendar !—
Come in, -without there !

Enter LENOX.
Len. What's your grace^ will?

^

Macb. Saw you the weird sisters? i

Len, No, my lord.

Macb. Came they cot by you?
]

Len. No, indeed, my lord.
[

Macb. Infected be the air, whereon they ride;

And damn'd all those, that trust theVn !— L did heat

The galloping of horse : Who was't came by ?

Len.' i'i^ two or three,mylovd,that bring you word»

Macduff is fled to JEuglaud.

Mucb. Fled to England?
Len. Ay, my good lord.

Macb . Time, thou aatieipat^st my dread exploits:

The flighty purpoBC never is o'ertook.

Unless the deed go with it : From this moment,
The very firstlings of my heart shall be

The firstlings of my hand. And even now
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and

done :

The castle of Macduff I will surprise ;

Seize upon Fife ;
give to the edge o'the sword

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls.

That traoe his line. No boasting liite a fool j

i
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This deed 1*11 do, before this purpose cool

:

But no more sights !—Where are these gentlemen !

Come, bring me where they are. \_Edeunt.

SCENE II.

Fife. A room in Macduff's castle.

Enter Lady MACDUFF, her Son, and ROSSE.
L. Macd. What had he done, to make him fly

the land?
Basse. You must have patience, madam.
L. Macd. He bad none :

His flight was madness : When our actions do not>
Our fears do make us traitors.

Bosse. You know not.
Whether it was his wisdom, or his fear.

L. Macd. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave
his babes.

His mansion, and his titles, in a place
From whence himself does fly ? He loves us not

;

He wants the natural touch : for the poor wren.
The most diminutive of birds, will fight.
Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.
All is the fear, and nothing is the love

;

As little is the wisdom, where the flight
So runs against all reason.

Rosse. My dearest coz,
Iprayyou, school yourself : Bat, for your husband.
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows
The fits o'the season. I dare not speakmuch further :

But cruel are the times, when we ai-e traitors.
And do not know ourselves ; when we hold rumotir
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear;
But float upon a wild and violent sea.
Each way, and move.— I take my leave of you:
Shall not be long but I'll be here again :

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward
To wiat they were before.—My pretty cousin.
Blessing upon you !

L. Macd. Father'd he i?, and yet ha's fatherless.
Basse. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer.

It would be my disgrace, and your discomfort

:

I take my leave at once. [Exit Rosse.
L. Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead j

And what will you do now? How will you livaf
Son. As birds do, mother.
L. Macd, What, with woims and fliast
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Son. With what I get, I mean ; and so do they.
L . Macd. Poor 'bird ! thou'dst never fear the net,

nor lime.

The pit-fall, nor the gin.

Son. Why should I, mothei" ? Poor birds they
are not set for.

My fatlier is not dead, for all your saying.

L. Macd. Yes, he is dead ; how wilt thou do for

a father ?

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband?
L.Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty ataiiy market.
Son. Tlien you'll buy 'em to sell a<;ain.

L.Macd. Thou speak'st with all thy wit; ani
yet, i'faith.

With wit enough for thee.

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother?
L. Macd. Ay, that he was.
Son. What is a traitor?

Macd. Why, one that swears and lies.

Son. And be all traitors, that do so ?

L. Macd. Every one that does so, is a traitor,

and must be hanged.
Son. And must they all be hanged, that swear

and lie ?

L. Macd. Every one.
Son. Who must hang them?
i. Macd. Why, the honest men.
Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools: for

there are liars and swearers enough to beat the

hocest men, and hang up them.
L.Macd. Now God help thee, poor monkey!

But how wilt thou do for a father ?

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him: if

you would not, it were a good sign, that I should
quickly have a new father.

L. Macd. Poor prattler ! how thou talk'st.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Bless youjfair dame! I am not to you known,
Though in your stale of honour I am perfect.

I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly:
If you will take a homely racin's advice.

Be not found here
; lience, with your little ones!

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage

;

To do worse to you, were fell cruelty.
Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you!

I dare abide no longer, \_EaiC Messenger.
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L. Macd. Whither should I fly?

I have done no harm. But I remember now
I am in this earthly world ; where, to do harm.

Is often laudable : to do good, sometime,

Accounted dangerous foUy : Why then, alas 1

Do I put up that womanly defence,

To say, I have done no harm ? What are these

faces ?

Enter Murderers,

Mur. Where is your husband /

L. Macd. I hope, in no place so ansanctified.

Where such as thou may'st find him.
Mur. He's a traitor,

.Son. Thou ly'st, thou shag-ear'd villain.

Mur. What, you egg ? [Stabbing him.

Young fry of treachery ?

Son. He has killed me, mother :

Kun away, I pray you. {^Dies.

[EA-it Lad}/ Macdufy crying Murder, and
pursued by the Murderers.

SCENE III.

England. A room in the king^s palace.

Enter MALCOLM and MACDUFF.
Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade,and there

Weep our sad bosoms empty,
Macd. Let us rather

Hold fast the mortal sword ;
and, like good men,

Bestride our dcwn-fall'n birthdom : Each new mom.
New ividows howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows

Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds

As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out

Like syllable of dolour.
Mai. What I believe, I'll wail

;

What know, believe
;
and, what I can redress.

As I shall find the time to friend, I aviU.

What you have spoke, it may be so, perchance.

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues.

Was once thought honest : you have lov'd him well;

He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young ; but

something
You may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb.
To appease an angry god.

Macd. 1 am not treacherous.



94 MACBETH. Act 4.

Mai. But Macbeth is.

A good and virtuous nature may recoil.

In an imperial charge. But 'crave your pardon

;

That, which you are, Tr.y thoughts cannot transpose :

Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell

:

Though all things foul, would wear the brows of

grace,

Yet grace must still look so.

Macd. I have lost my hopes.

Mai. Perchance, even there, where I did find

my doubts.
"Why in that rawness left you wife, and child,

(Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,)

Without leave-taking?—I pray you,
Let not my jealousies be ysur dishonours.

But mine own safeties :—You may be rightly just,

"Whatever I shall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor counrry

!

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure.

For goodness dares not check thee ! wear thou thy

wrongs.
Thy title is affeer'd !—Fare thee well, lord :

I would not he the villain, that thou think'st.

For the whole space, that's in the tyrant's grasp.

And the rich East to boot.

Mai. Be not offended :

I speak not as in absolute fear of you.

I think, our country sinks beneath the yoke
;

It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash
Is added to her wounds : I thhik, withal,

There would be hands uplifted in my right;

And here, from gracious England, have I offer

Of goodly thousands : But, for all this.

When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head,

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country
Shall have more vices than it had before

;

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever.

By him, that shall succeed.
Macd. What should he be?

Mai. It is myself I mean : in whom I know
All the particulars of vice so grafted.

That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state

Esteem him as a lamb, being eompar'd
With my coniineless harms.

Macd. Not in the legions

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damu'd
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In evils, to top Macbeth

.

Mai. I grant him bloody,

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful.

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin.

That has a name : But there's no bottom, none,

!n my voluptuousness : your wives, your daughters,

Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up
The cistern of my lust ; and my desire

All continent impediments would o'er-bear,

That did oppose my will ; Better Macbeth,
'ITiau such a one to reign.

Macd. Boundless intemperance
In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been
The untimely emptying of the happy throne,

And fall of many kings. But fear not yet

To take upon you what is yours : you may
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty.

And yet seem cold, the time you roay so hoodwink.
We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be
That vulture in you, to devour so many
As will to greatness dedicate themselves.

Finding it so inclin'd.

Mai. With this, there grows.
In my most ill-conipos'd aifection, such

A stanchless avarice, that, were I king,

I should cut off the nobles for their lands
;

Desire his jewels, and this other's house :

And my more-having would be as a sauce

To make me hunger more ; that I should forge

Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal.

Destroying them foi" wealth.
Maca. This avarice

Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious root

Than summer-seeding lust : and it hath been
The sword of our slain kin^s : Yet do not fear;

Scotland hath foysons to fill up your will.

Of your mere own ; All these are portable.

With other graces weigh'd.
Mai. But I have none ; The king-becoming graces.

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness.

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness.

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

1 hav» no relish for them ; but abound
In the division of each several crime,

Acting it many waj-s. Nay, had I power, T. should

Pout the sweet milk of concord into hell.

Uproar the universal peace, confound
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* All unity on earth

.

Macd. O Scotland ! Scotland !

A/al. If such a one be fit to govern, speak :

I am as I have spoken.
Macd. Fit to govern !

No, not to live.—O nation miserable.
With an untitled tyrant bloody-sceptre'd.
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again?
Since that the truest issue of thy throne
By his own interdiction stands accurs'd.
And does blaspheme his breed?—Thy royal father
Was a most sainted king ; the queen, that bore thee,
Oftner upon her knees than on her feet.

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well

!

These evils ihou repeat'st upon thyself.

Have banish'd me from Scotland.—O, my breast.
Thy hope ends here !

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion.
Child of integrity, hath from my soul
Wip'd the black scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth
By many of these trains hath sought to win me
Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks me
From over-evedulous haste : But God above
Deal between thee and me ! for even now
I put myself to thy direction, and
Unspealt mine own detraction ; here abjure
The taints and blames I laid upon myself.
For strangers to my nature. I am yet
Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn

;

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own;
At no time broke my faith ; would not betray
The devil to his fellow ; and delight
No less in truth, than life : my first false speaking
Was this upon myself: What I am truly.

Is thine, and my poor country's to command

:

Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach.
Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men,
All ready at a point, was setting forth :

Now we 11 together; And the chance, of goodness,
Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you silent ?

A/flcfi. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once,
'Tis hard to reconcile.

Enter a Doctor.

Mai. Well; more anon.—-Comes the king forth,

I pray you ?
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Doct. Ay, sir : there are a crew of wretched souls.

That stay his cure : their malady convinces

The great assay of art ; but, at his touch,

^uch sanctity hath heaven given his hand.

They presently amend.
Mai. I thank you, doctor.

[_Eait Doctor.

Macd. Wliat's the disease he means ?

Mai. 'Tis call'd the evil :

A most miraculous work in this good king
;

Which often, since ray here-remain in England,

I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven,

Himself best knows : but strangely-visited people.

All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye.

The mere despair of surgery, he cures
;

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks.

Put on with holy prayers : and 'tis spoken.

To the succeeding royalty he leaves

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue.

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy;
And sundry blessings hang about his throne.

That speak him full of grace.

Enter Rosse.

Macd. See, who comes here T

A/al. My countryman ; but yet I know him not.

Ji/acd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither.

Alal. Iknowhimnow; Good God, betimes remove
The means, that make us strangers

!

Rosse. Sir, Amen.
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did?
Rosse. Alas, poor cotintry ;

•

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot

Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where nothing.

But who knows nothing, is once seen to sraile
;

Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks, that rent

the air,

Are made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow seems
A modern ecstasy ; the dead man's knell

Is there scarce ask'd, for who ; and good men's lives

Expire before the flowers in their caps,

Dynig, or ere they sicken.

Macd. O, relation.

Too nice, and yet too true !

Mai. What is the newest grief ?

Rosse. TTiat of an hour's age doth hiss the speaker;

Each minute teems a new one.
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How does my wife?
Eosse. Why, well.
Macd. And all my children '

fosse Well too.
Jylacd. I he tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ?

Basse. No
; they were well at peace, when I did

leave them.
Mucd. Be not a niggard of your speech: How

goes it ?

iJosse.When I came hither to transport the tidings,
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
Of many worthy fellows, that were out

;

Which was to my belief witness'd the rather,
For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot

:

Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland
Would create soldiers, make our women fight.
To doff their dire distresses.

. Be it their comfort,We are coming thither : cracious England hath
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men

;An older, and a better soldier, none,
That Christendom gives out.
^-^os^- 'Would r could answer
This comfort with the like ! But I have words.
That would be howl'd out in the desert air.
Where hearing should not latch them.

^lacd. What concern they f

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief.
Due to some single breast?

iiosse. No mind, that's honest,
But in it shares some woe

;
though the main part

Pertains to you alone.
Macd. If it be mine.

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

Rosse. Let u^t your ears despise my tongue for
ever,

Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound,
That ever yet they heard.

^^(tcd. Humph ! I guess at it.

Rosse. Your castle is surpris'd; your wife, and
babes,

Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner.
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer.
To add the death of you.

Mai. Merciful heaven !

—

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows
;

Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not spealiv
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Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break.

Macd. My children too ?

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all

That could be found.

Macd. And I must be from thence !

Wy wife kill'd too?

Hosse. I have said.

yi/a/. Be comforted

:

JjCt's make us med'cines of our gieat revenge.

To cure this deadly grief.

Mfcd. He has no children.—All my pretty ones?

Did you say, all ?—O, hell-kite !—Ml

!

"What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam.

At one fell s'woop T

Mai. Dispute it like a man.
Macd. I shall do so ;

But I must also feel it as a man :

I cannot but remember such things were.

That were most precious to me.—Did Heaven

look on,

And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff,

They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am,

Not for tlieir own demerits, but for mine.

Fell slaughter on their souls: Heaven I'est them now!

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword: let grief

Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it.

Macd. O, I couldplay the woman with mine eyes.

And braggart with my tongue! -But, gentle

heaven.
Cut short all intermission ; front to front.

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself ;

Within my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape.

Heaven forgive him too !

Mai. This tune goes manly.

Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready;

Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth

Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above

Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you

may

;

The night is long, that never finds the day.
[Eaeunt.

ACT V. SCENE I.

Dunsiaane. A room in the castle.

Enter a Doctor of Phvsich, and a waiting Gentle-

~woman

.

Doet. I have two nights watched with you, but
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can perceive no truth in your report. When wag
It she last walked?

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I
have seen her rise from her bed, throw her night-
gown upon her, unlock her closet, take forth paper,
fold It, write upon it, read it, afterwards seal it,
and again return to bed

; yet all this -while in a
most fast sleep.

Dact. A great perturbation in nature ! to receive
at once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of
watchmg. In this slumbry agitation, besides' her
walking, and other actual performances, what, at
any time, have you heard her say ?

Gent
.
That, sir, which I vvill not report after her.

Doct. You may, to me; and 'tis most meet you
should. ^

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one; having no'
witness to confirm my speech. i

Enter Lady MACBETH, with a taper.
Lo you, here she comes ! this is her very guise •

and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her, stand
close.

Doct. How came she by that light ?

Gmt. Why, it stood by her: she has light by
her continually

; 'tis her command.
Doct. You see, her eyes are open.
Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut.
Doct. What is it she does now ? Look, how she

rubs her hands.
Geni. It is an accustomed action with her, to

seem thus washing her hands; I have known her
continue in this a quarter of an hour.

Ladf) M. Yet here's a spot.
Doct. Hark, s,he speaks : I will set down what

comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the
more strongly.
Lady M. Out, damned spot! out, I say!—One;

Two; Why, then 'tis time to do't : Hell is
niiirky !—Fie, my lord, fie ! a soldier, and afear'dt .

(What need we fear who knows it, when none can f
call our power to account ?—Yet who would have
thought the old man to have had so much blood in
him I

Doct. Do you mark that?

_

Lndy M. The thane of Fife had a wife ; Where
IS she now I What, will these hands ne'er ba
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clean ?—No more o'that, my lord, no more o'tbat

:

you mar all with this starling.

DocC. Go to, go to ; you have kno\vn what you
should not.

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am
sure of that : Heaven laiows what she has known.

Ladt/ M. Here's the smell of the blood still : all

the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little

hand. Oh ! oh ! oh !

Doct. What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely
charg'd.

Gtnt. I would not have such a heart in my bo-
som, for the dignity of the whole body.

Doct. Well, well, well,—
Gent. 'Pray God, it be, sir.

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice : Yet I
have known those, which have walked in their sleep,

who have died holily in their beds.
Lady M. W^ash your hands, put on your night-

gown ; look not so pale:— I tell you yet again,
Banquo's buried ; he cannot come out of his grave.

Doct. Even so ?

Lndy M. To bed, to bed ; there's knocking at the
gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your
hand ; What's done, cannot he undone : 'fo bed,
to bed, to bed. \_ExU Lady Macbeth.

Doct. Will she go now to bed I

Gent. Directly.

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad : Unnatural
deeds

Do breed unnatural troubles : Infected minds
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.
More needs she the divine, than the physician.—

-

God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her;
Remove from her the means of all annoyance,
And still keep eyes upon her :—So, good night

:.

My mind she has mated, and amaz'd my sight

:

I think, but dare not speak.
Gent. Good night, good doctor. \_Exeunt.

SCENE ir.

The country near Dunstnane.

Enter, with drum and colours, MENTETH, CATH-
NESS, ANGUS, LENOX, and Soldiers.

Merit. The English power is near, led on by
Malcolm,
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His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff.
Rdveoijes burn in them : for their dear causes
Would, to the bleeding, and the grim alarm.
Excite the mortified man.

Arig. Near Bimara wood
Shall we well meetthem ; that way are they coming

CiiiA.Who knows,ifDoualbain be with his brother?
Len, For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file

Of all the gentry ; there is Siward's son, ;

And many unrough youths, that even now
Protest their first of manhood.
Meat. What does the tyrantf
Citth. Great Duusinane he strongly fortifies

:

Some say, he's mad
; others, that lesser hate him.

Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain.
He cannot budcle his distemper'd cause
Withiji the belt of rule.

Anff. Now does he feel

His secret muiders sticking on his hands;
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breaah ;
Those he commands, move only in command,
NDthing in love ; now does he feel his title

Hang loose about him, like a giant's robe
Upon a dwarfish thief.

Me7it. Who then shall blama
His pester'd senses to recoil, and start.

When .ill, that is within liim, does condemn
Itself, for being there f

Cath. Well, march we on.
To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd

;

Meet we the medecin of the sickly weal

;

And with him pour we, tn our country's purge^
Each drop of us.

Ltn, Or so much as it needs,
To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds.
Make we our march toward Birnam.

\Extu.nt, murcking.

SCENE III.

Dunsinane. A room in the caslle.

Enter MACBETH, Dccior, and Mttendants.

Macb. Brmg me no more reports ; let them fly allj
Till Blmam wood remove to Duusinane,
I caimot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm?
Was lie not born of woman t The spirits, that know
AU mortal consequents, proaounc'd me thus j
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Fear not, Macbeth ; no man, that's born of woman

,

Shall e'er have power on thee, Then, fly, £als«

thanes,

And mingle jrith the English epicures

:

The niind 1 sway by, ana the heart I bear.

Shall never sagg n'ith doubt, nor shake with fear.

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd loon!

Where got'st thou that goose look?

Serv. There is ten thousand

—

'—

Much. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear.

Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch ?

Death of thy soul! those linen cheeks of thine

Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey- face ?

Serv. The English force, so please you.

Micb. Take thy face hence.—Seyton I—I am siek

at heart.

When I behold—Seyton, I say !—This push
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now.
I liave liv'd long enough : ray way of life

Is fall'u into the sear, the yellow leiif

:

And that, which should aocompauy old age.

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,

I must not look to have ; but, in their stead.

Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath,

Wliieh the poor heart woula fain aeny, but dare not.

Seyton !—

St^f. What is your gracious pleasure t

Macb. What news more ?

Sey. All is con6rm'd,my lord,which was reported.

Macb. I'll fight, till frum my bones my flesh, be
hack'd.

Give me my armour.
Sey. 'Tis not needed yet.

Much. I'll put it on.

Send out more horses, skirr the country round

;

Hang those that talk of fear.—Give me mine ar-

moui'.

—

How does your patient, doctor?
Doct. Not so sick, my lord.

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies,

That keep her from her rest.

Enter a Servant.

MacO.
Serv.

Geese, villain?

Soldiers, sir*

Enter SEYTON.
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Mncb. Cure her of that

:

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased
;

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow
;

Raze out the written troubles of the brain
;

And, \vith some sweet oblivious antidote.

Cleanse the stuff'd bosom of that perilous stuff.

Which weighs upon the heart ?

Must minister to himself.

Mucb. Throw physickto the dogs, I'll none of it.

—

Come, put mine armour on : give me my staff:— ,

'

Seyton, send out.—Doctor, the thanes fly from me:—
Come, sir, despatch:—If thou could'st, doctor, cast

The water of my land, find her disease.

And purge it to a sound and pristine health,

I would applaud you to the very echo.
That should applaud again,— PuU't off, I say.—
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug,

\

Would scour these English hence?—Heavest thof

of them ?
I

Doct. Ay, my good lord
;
your royal preparation

j

Makes us hear something.
Mncb. Bring it after me. -

|

1 will not be afraid of death and bane,
[

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinatie. \Exit.
\

Doct. Were I from Dunsinane away and clear, i

Profit again should hardly draw me here. \Exit'-

Country near Dunsinane : A wood in vieio.

Enter, with drum and colours, MALCOLM, old

SIWARD and his Son, MACDUFF, MEN-
TETH, CAIHNESS, ANGUS, LENOX,
ROSSE and Soldiers, marching.

Mai. Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand.
That chambers will be safe.

Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Siw. What wood is this before us ?
;

Ment. The wood of Bimara.
Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a bough, i

And bear't before him
;
thereby shall we shadow I

The numbers of our host, and make discovery
Err in report of us.

^id. It shall be done.

Siu). We learn no other, but the confident tyraat

Keeps still iu Dunsiuaue, and will endure
|

Doct. Therein the patient
\

SCENE IV.
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Our setting down before't.

/[fal. 'Tis liis mam hope :

For wherft there is advantage to be given,

Both more and less hath given him the revolt;

And none serve with him but constrained things.

Whose hearts are absent too.

Jlfacd. Let our just censure*

Attend the true event, and put we on
Industrious soldiership.

Sim. "Tf^* ti"^e approaches

That will with due decision make us know
What we shall say we have, and what we ow4.

Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ;

But certain issue strokes must arbitrate

:

Towards which, advance the war.
\^Ex'eunt, marching.

SCENE V.

^ Dunsinane, fVithin the castle.

Enter, toith drums and colours, MACBETH,
SEYTON, and Soldiers.

A/acb. Hang out our banners on the outward walls;

The cry is still, Thei/ come: Our castle's strength.

Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie.

Till famine, and the ague, eat them up

:

Were iheynotforc'd with those, that should be ours.

We might have met them dareful, beard to beard.

And beat them back-ward home. What is that

noise? 1^4 cry within, of teamen.

Sei/. It is the cry of women, my good lord.

Much. X have almost forgot the taste of fears :

The time has been, my senses would have cool'd

To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair

Would at a dismal-treatise rouse, and stir

As life were iu't : I have supp'd full mth horrors;

Direness. familiar to my slaught'rous thoughts,

Cannot once staVt me.—Wherefore was that cry !

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead.
hiach. She should have died hereafter;

There would have been a time for such a word^
To-morrow, ajid to-morrow, and to-morrow*
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day.
To the last syllable of recorded time

;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle {

Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor playei>
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That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more : it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full ot" sound and fury.

Signifying nothing.—-

Enter a Messenger.

Thou com'st to use thy tongue
;
thy Story quickly.

Mess. Gracious my lord,

I shall report that, which I say I saw,
^

iJut know not how to do it.

Macb. Well, say, sir.

Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hill,

I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought.
The wood began to move.
Much. Liar, and slave ! [Striking him.

Afess. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not so :

Within this three mile may you see it coming ;

1 say, a moving grove.

Alacb. If thou speak'st false>

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive,

Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth,
I care not if thou dost for me as much.—
I puU in resolution ; and begin
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend,

That lies like truth : Fear not, till Birnam wood
Do come to Uunsinane ,~~a3id. now a wood
Comes toward Dunsioane.—Arm, arm, and out!—
If this, which he avouches, does appear,

There is nor tiymg hence, nor tarryipg here,

i 'gin to be a-weary of the sun.

And wish the estate o'the world were now undone—
King the alarum bell :—Blow, wind ! come, wrack !

At least we'll die with harness on our back.
\^E<ieunC.

SCENE VI.

7'Ae same. ^ plain be/ore the castle.

Knt^r, with drums nnil colours, MALCOLM, old

SIWARD, MACDUFF, $c and their army,
with boughs.

Mai. Now near enough, your leavy screens throw
down.

And show like those you are :—You, worthy uncle,

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son.

Lead our first battle: worthy Macduff, and we,
Shall take upon us whal else remains to do,

According to our order.
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Sitp. Fare you well.—

Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night,

Ijet us be beaten, if we cannot fight.

Mucd. Make all our trumpets speak ;
give them

all breath.

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death.

[E^ietiit. ^iarums continued.

SCENE VII.

same. Another part of the plain.

Enter MACBETH.
Macb. They have tied me to a stake

;
Icannotfly,

But, bear-like, I must fight the course.—What's he.

That was not born of woman ? Such a one

Am I to fear, or none.

Jt:nter Young SIWARD.
Yo. Siw. What is thy name ?

Macb. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it.

Yo. Site. No ;
though thou call'st thyself a hotter

name
Than any is in hell.

Macb. My name's Macbeth.

Yo.Siw. The devil himself could not pronounce

a title

More hateful to mine ear.

Macb. No, nor more fearful.

yo.5im.Thou lie St,abhorred tyrant; withmy sworA

III prove the lie thou speak/st.

[Thej/ /gf't, and young Siward is siatn.

Macb.
" Thou wast born of woman.—

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn,
^

Braudisb'd by man, that's of a woman bom. [Es'it.

Alarums. Enter MACDUFF.
Mucd. That way the noise is :—Tyrant, show thy

fiice :

If thou be*st slain, and with no stroke of mine.

My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me still.

I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose arms

Are hii'd to bear their staves ; either theu, Macbeth,

Or else my sword, with an nnbatter'd edge,

I sheathe again undeeded. There thou should'stbe;

By this great clatter, one of greatest note

Seems bruited : Let me find him, fortune '.

And more I beg not. {Exit. Alarum,
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Enter MALCOLM and old SIWARD.
Site. This way, my lord; the castle's gently

rendei''d :

The tyrant's people on botli sides do fight

;

The noble thaiies do bravely in the war;
The day almost itself professes yours.
And little is to do.

Mai. We have met with foes,

That strike beside us.

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle.

{Ea'eunt. Alarum*.

Re-enter MACBETH.
Mach. Why shouldl play the Roman fool, and dia

On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the gashes
Do better upon them.

Re-enter MACDUFF.
Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn.
A/acb. Of all men else I have avoided thee

:

But get thee back, my soul is too much charg'd
With blood of thine already,

Macd. I have no words.
My voice is in my sword ; thou bloodier villain

Than terms can give thee out! t^Aey fight.

Macb. Thou losest labours
As easy may*st thon the intrenchant air

With thy been sword impress, as make me bleed;
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests

;

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield

To one of woman born.
Macd. Despair thy charm

;

And let the angel, whom thou still hast serv'd.

Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb
Untimely ripp'd.

Macb. Accursed be that tongue, that tells me so.

For it hath cowM my better part of man!
And be these juggling fiends no more balievM,
That palter with us in a double sense

;

That keep the word of promise to our ear,

And break it to our hope.—I'll not fight with the&n

Macd. Then yield thee, coward.
And live to be the show and ga^e o'the tima.
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are>

pBinted upon a pole ; and underwrite,

jUert »(^ ifou su the tyratii.
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Mad. c .

To Mss the ground before youmi Malcolm s ieet.

And to be baited iviili the rabble's curse.

Though Bimam wood be come to Dunsmane,

And thou oppos'd, being of no woman bom.

Yet I will try the last : Before my body

I throw my warlike shield : lay on, Macduft;

And damn'd be bim that first cries, Hold, enoueh.
[Kseuni, fighting.

Retreat. Flourish. Re-enter, u itk drum and colottrs,

MALCOLM, oWSlWARD.ROSSE. LENOX,
ANGUS, CATHNESS, MENTETH, and Sol-

diers.

Mai I would, the friends we miss were safe

arriv'd.

Site. Some must go off: and yet, by these I see^

So great a day as this is cheaply bought.

Mal.^ Macduff is missing, and your noble son.

Rosse, Your son, my loi-d, has paid a soldier s

debt:
He only liv'd but till he was a man ;

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm d

In the unshrinking station where he fought.

But like a man he died.

Siw. Then he is dead ?

Ro.<;se. Ay, and brought off the field : your cause

of sorrow
Must not be measured by his worth, for then

It hath no end.
Siw. Had he his hurts before?

Rosse. Ay, on the front.

Stw. Why then, God*s soldier be he !

Had T as many sons as I have hairs,

I would not wish them to a fairer death:

And so his knell is knoU'd.

Ufal. He*3 worth more sorrow.

And that I'll spend for him.

Sl,g^ He's worth no more ;

They say, he parted well, and paid his score

:

So, God be with him !—Here comes newer comfort.

Re-enter MACDUFF, mth MACBETH'S head

on a pole.

Macd. Hail, king! for so thou art: Behold,

where stands

The usurper's cursed head : the time is free

:
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I see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's pearl,

i,r} ^P" s»l>"ation in tiieir minds
;Whose voices I desire aloud with mine,—

nail, king of Scotland

!

King of Scotland, hail

!

mi. We shall not spend a large expensKf UW
Before we reckon with your several loves,And make us even with you. My thanes and

Kinsmen,
Henceforth be earls; the first, that ever ScotlandIn such an honour nam'd. What's more to do.Which would be planted newly with the time,—As calling home our exil'd friends abroad,
1 Hat tted the snares of watchful tyranny
rtoducing forth the cruel ministers
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like qneen •

•r 1
»?, «!;o"i!lit, by self and violent handsrook oli her hfe:_This, and what needful else

1 nat ca Is upon us, by the grace of Grace,We wiU perform in measure, time, and place •

So tlianks to all at once, and to each one.Wham Tve invite to see us crown'd at Scone.
{Flourish. Exeunt.





KING JOHN.

PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.
King JOHN:
Prince HENRY, his son; afterwards Icini? Heniylir.
ARTHUR, duke of Bvetai;ne, son of Getfrey, Tate
duke of Bretagiie, the elder brother of king John.

WILLIAM MARKSHALL. earl of Pembroke.
GEFFREY FITZ-PEVER, earl of Essex, chief

.iusticiary of England.
WILLIAM LONGSWORD, earl of Salisbury.
KOBERr BIGOT, earl of Norfolk.
HUBERT DE BURGH, chamberlain to the Ung.
RO B KRT FA U LC O \ BRIDGE, son of sir Robert

Fiiulconbridffe

:

PHILIP FAULCONBRIDGE, his half-brother,
bastard son to king Richard the frrst.

JAMES GURNEY, servant to lady Faulconbridge.
PETER of Pomfrer, a prophet,

PHILIP, kin^ of France.
LEWIS, the dauphin.
Arch-duke of Austria.
Cardinal PANDULPH, the pope's legate.
MELUN, a French lord.

CHAITLLON, ambassador from France to king
John

.

ELINOR, the widow of king Henry II. and mother '.

of kinst John.
CONSTANCE, mother to Arthur.
BLANCH, daughter to Alphonso, king of Castile,
and niece to khia John.

Lady FAULCONBRIDGE, mother to the bastard.
and Robert Faulconbridge.

Lords, Ladies, Citizens of Anders, SheriflF,

Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, Messengers,
and other Attendants.

Scene,^OMet!mes in England, and somelimss
in France. i



-It--





KING JOHN.

ACT I. SCENE I.

Northampton. A room of state in the palace.

Enter King JOHN, Queen ELINOR, PEM-
BROKE, ESSEX, SALISBURY, and others,

with CHATILLON.
K. John. Now, say, Chatillon, what would France

with us ?

jChat. Tbus, after greeting, speaks the king of
France,

In my behaviour, to the majesty.
The borrow'd majesty of England here.

,
Kli. A strange beginning;—borrow'd majesty!
K. John. Silence, good mother ; hear the embassy.
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf

Of thy deceased brother Geffrey's son,
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim
To this fair island, and the territories

;

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine:
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword,
"Whjch sways usurpingly these several titles ;

And put the same into young Arthur's hand.
Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign.

K. John. What follows, if we disallow of this ?

Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody war.
To enforce these rights, so forcibly withheld.
K.John. Here have we war for war, and blood

for blood,
Controlment for controlment : so answer France.

Chat. Thau take my king's defiance from my
mouth.

The furthest limit of my embassy.
K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in peaoe;

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France

;

For ere tjiou canst report I will be there.
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The thunder of my cannon shall be heard :

So hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath.
And sullen presage of your own decay.

—

An honourable conduct let him have :—
Pembroke, look to't : Farewell, Chatillon.

[Exeunt ChatxHon and Pembroke.
Eli. What now, my son? have I not ever said.

How that ambitious Constance would not cease.
Till she had kindled France, and all the world,
Upon the right and party of her son ?

This might have bet- prevented, ^and made whole.
With very easy arguments of love

;

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate.

K.John. Oiir strong possession, and our right,
for us.

Eli. Your sti'ong possession, much more than
your right

;

Or else it must 9,0 ivrong with you, and me

:

So much niy conscience whispers in your ear ;

Which none but heaven, and you, and I, shall hear.

Enter the SkeriJ^of Northamptonshire, loho

whimpers ESSEX.
Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy.

Come from the countiy to be judg'd by you,
TTiat e'er I heard : shall I produce the men ?

K.John. Let them approach.— [Eait Skeri^.
Our abbies, and our priories, shall pay

Re-enter Sheriff, with ROBERT FAULCON-
BRIDGE, and PHILIP, his bastard brother.

This expedition's charge.—What men are you?
Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman.

Bom in Northamptonshire ; and eldest son.
As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge

;

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand
Of Cceur-de-lion knighted ia the field.

K.John. What art thou ?

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulconbridge.
A'. John . Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ?

You came not of one mother then, it seems.
Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king.

That is well known: and, as I think, one father:
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth,
I put you o'er to heaven, and to my mother

:

Of that I doubt, as all men's children may.
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^^t. Oat on thee, rude man ! thou dost sliama
thy mother,

And wound her honour with this diffidence.

Bast. 1, madam? noj I have no reason for it;

That is my brother's plea, and none of mine
;

The which if he can prove, *a pops me out

At least from fair five hundred pounds a year:
Heaven guard my mother's honour, and my land !

K.Jokn. A good hlunt fellow:—Why, beinjf

younger bom.
Doth he lay claim to thine inhfei-itance ?

Bast. I know not why, except to get the land.
But once he slander'd me with bastardy :

But whe'r I be as true begot, or no.

That still I lay upon my mother's head

;

But, that I am as well begot, my liege,

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me !)

Compare our faces, and be judge yourself.

If old sir Robert did beget us both.

And were our father, and this son like him;—
0 old sir Robert, father, on my knee
1 give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee.

K.John. Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent

Tjs here !

EH. He hath a trick of Cceur-de -lion's face,

The accent of his tongue affecteth him :

Do you not read some tokens of my son
In the large composition of this man ?

A". John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts.

And finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak.
What doth move you to claim your brother's land ?

Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my father ;

With that half-face would he have all my land :

A half-faced groat five hundred pound a year

!

Rob. My gracious liege, when thatmy father liv'd.

Your brother did employ my fathor much:

—

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land j

Your tale must be, how he employ'd my mother.
Bob. And once despatch'd him in an embassy

To Germany, there, with the emperor.
To treat of high aflfairs touching that time :

The advantage of his absence took the king.
And in the mean time sqiourn'd at my father's;

Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak

:

But truth is truth ; large lengths of seas and shores
Between my father and my mother lay,

(As I have beard my father speak himself^)
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When this same lusty gentleman was got.
Upon his death-bed he hy will bequeath'd
His lands to me ; and took it, on his death.
That this, my mothei 's son, was none of his -

And, if he were, he came into the world
^

Pull fourteen weeks before the course of time.
Then, good my liega, let me have what is mine.My father's land, as was my father's will.
K.John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate •

Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him
And, if she did play false, the fault was hers :

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands,
l hat marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother.
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son.
Had of your father claim'd this son for his?
In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world
In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother's.My brother might not claim him ; nor your father
Being none of his, refuse him : This concludes,—My mother's son did get your father's heir

;

Your father's heir must have your father's land.
/io6. Shall then my father's .will be of no force.

To dispossess that child, which is not his?
Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir,

Than was his will to get me, as I think.
Eli. Whether hadst thou rather,—be a FaulcoR,-

bridge.
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land

;Or the reputed son of Cceur-de-lion,
Lord of thy presence, and no lajid beside ?

Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape.
And I had his, sir Robert his, like him

;

And if my legs were two such riding-rods.
My arms such eel-skins stuft'd

; my face so thin,
Inat in mine ear I durst not stick a rose,
lifist men should say. Look, where three-farthing*

goes !

And, to his shape, were heir to all this land,
-'U ould I might never stir from olf this place,
I'd give it every foot to have this face

;

I would not be sir Nob in any case.
Eli. I like thee well; Wilt thou forsake thy fortune.

Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ?I>m a soldier, and now bound to France.
BdW/. Brother, take yoy my laud, I'll take my
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Your face hath got five hundred pounds a year ;

Yet sell youT face for five pence, and 'tis dear.

—

Madam, I'll follow you unto the death.
Nay, I would have you go before me thither.

Bast. Our country maimers give our betters way.
K.John. What is thy name?
Bast. Philip, my liege ; so is my name begun ;

Philip, 1,'ood old sir Robert's wife's eldest son.
K.John. From henceforth bear his name whose

form thou bear'st :

Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great j
Arise sir Richard, and Plantagenet.
Bo£t. Brother, by the mother's side, give me

your hand
;

My father gave me honour, yours gave land:

—

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day.
When I was got, sir Robert was away.

FAi. Tlie very spirit of Planlagenet !

—

I am thy grandame, Richard ; call me so.

Bait. Madam, by chance, but net by truth:
What though ?

Sometliing about, a little from the right,
In at the window, or else o'er the hatch :

Who dares not stir by day, must walk by night
;

And have is have, however men do catch :

Near or far off, well won is still well shot

;

And 1 am I, howe'er 1 was begot.
K.John. Go, Faulconbridge ; now hast thou thy

desire,

A landless knight makes thee a landed 'squire.

—

Come, madam, and come, Richard ; we must speed
For France, for France ; for it is more than need.

Bast. Brother, adieu ; good fortune come to thee !

For thou wast got i'the way of honesty.
[^Eaeunt all but the Bastard.

A foot of honour better than I was;
Rut many a many foot of land the woi-se.
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady

:

Good den, sir Richard,—God-n~merci/, fellow ;

And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter:
For new-made honour doth forget men's names

;

'Tis too respective, and too sociable,
Fi,j- your conversion. Now your traveller,

—

He and his tooth-pick at my worship's mess ;

And when my nightly stomach is suffic'd,
V/hy then I suck my teeth, and catechise
My picked man of countries dear sir.
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(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin,)

/ shall beseech you—That is question now
;

And then comes answer like an ABC-book:—
0 sir, says answer, at ynu.r best covimnnd:
At your employment i (it your service, sir

jVo, sir, says question, /, sweet sir, at yours:
And so, ere answer knows what question would,
(Saving in dialogue of compliment

;

And talking of the Alps, and Apennines,
The Pyrenean, and the river Po,)
It draws toward supper in conclusion so.

But this is worshipful society.

And fit3 the mounting spirit, like myself:
Por he is but a bastard to the time.
That doth not smack of observation ;

(And so am I, whether I smack, or no ;)

And not alone in habit and device.

Exterior form, outward accoutrement

;

But from the inward motion to deliver

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth:
Which, though I will not practise to deceive.

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to leam

;

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising,—
But who comes in such haste, in riding robes ?

What woman-post is this ? hath she no husband.
That will take pains to blow a horn before her I

Enter lady FAULCONBRIDGE and JAMES

O me ! it is my mother :—How now, good lady?
What brings you here to court so hastily?

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother T whew

That holds in chase mine honour up and dawnf
Bast. My brother Robert? old sir Robert's sou?

Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man?
Is it sir Robert's son, that you seek so ?

LsxdyF. Sir Robert's son! Ay,thouunrBverendboy,
Sir Robert's son : Why scorn'st thou at sir Robert I

He is sir Robert's son ; and so art thou.

Bast. James Gumey, wilt thou, give us leave a
while ?

Gur. Good leave, good Philip.

There's toys abroad ; anon tell thee more.
\Ea.'it Gurae^

Madani, I was not old sir Robert's sou

;

GURNEY.

is he ?
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Sir Robert might have eat his part In me
Upon Good-Fi-idaj", and ne'er broke his fast:
Sir Robert could do well

;
Marry, (to confess !)

Could he get me? Sir Robert could not do it;
We know his handy-work Therefoi-e, good mo-

ther.

To whom am I beholden for these limbs?
Sir Robert Mever holp to make this leg.
Lady F. Hast thouconspired with thy brother too.

That for thine own gain should'st defend mine
honour ?

What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave?
iJosi.Knight,knight,good mother,—Basilisco-like :

What ! I am dubb*d ; I have it on my shoiUder.
But, mother, I am not sir Robert's son

;

I have disclaim'd sir Robert, and my land;
Legitimation, name, and all is gone

:

Then, good my mother, let me know my father:
£ome proper man, I hope : Who was it, mother ?

Ladt/ F. Hast thou denied thyself a Faulconbridge ?

Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil.

Lady F. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy
father 5

By long and vehement suit I was seduc'd
To make room for him in my husband's bed :

Heaven lay not my transgi-ession to my chai-ge !

—

Thou art the issue of my dear offence.

Which was so strongly urg'd, past my defence.
Bast. Now, by this liplit, were I to get again.

Madam, I would not wish a better father.

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth.
And so doth yours

; your fault was not your folly*

Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,—
Subjtcted tribute to commanding love,

—

Against whose fury and unmatched force
The awless lion could not wage tlie fight,

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand.
He, lliat perforce robs lions of their he<irts,

May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother.
With all my heart I thank thee for my father !

Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well^
When I was got, I'll send his soul to hell.

Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin

;

And they shall say, when Richard me begot.
If thou hadst said him nay, it liad been sin :

W-lio says it was^ be lies ; I say, 'ttvas not.

76
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ACT II. SCENE I.

Fronce. Before the walls of yfngiers.

Enter, on one side, the Archduke of Austria, and
forces-y on the other, PHILIP, king of France,
mdforces ; LEWIS, CONSTANCE, ARTHUR,
and Attendants.

Letv. Before Anglers well met, brave Austiia.

—

Arthur, that great fore-iimner of thy blood,
Richard, that lobb'd the lion of his heart.
And fought the holy wars in Palestine,
By this brave duke came CKvly to his grave

:

And, for amends to his poatarity,
At our importance hither is he come.
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf;
And to rebuke the usurpation
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John

:

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither,
Arth. God shallforgive you Cceur-de- lion's death.

The rather, that you give his offspring life,

Shadowing their right under your wings of war:
I give you welcome with a powerless hand.
But with a heart full of unstained love

;

M elcome before the gates of Anglers, duke.
i.ew. A noble boy ! Who would not do thee right ?

.^tist. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss.
As seal to this indenture of my love

;

Thnt to my home I will no more return,
Till Angiers, and the right thou hast in France,
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd shore.
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides.
And coops from other lands her islanders.
Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main,
That water-walled bulwark, still secure
And confident from foreign pui-poses.
Even till that utmost corner of the west
Salute thee for her k-ing : till then, fair boy.
Will I not think of home, but follow arms.

Const. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's
thanks,

Till your strong handshall help to give him strength.
To make a more requital to your love.

Aust. The peace of heaven is theirs, that lift

their swords
In such a just and charitable vrnv.
K.Phi. Well then, to work; our cannon shairb*

b«ut
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Against the brows of this resisting town.-
Call for our chiefest men of discipline.
To cull the plots of best advantages :

—
"We'll lay before this town our royal bones,
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood.
But we -willjnake it subject to this boy.

Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy.
Lest unadvis'd you stain your swords with blood :

My lord Chatillon may from England bring
That right in peace, which here we urge in war

;

And then we shall repent each drop of blood.
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed.

Enter CHATILLON.
K. Phi. A wonder, lady !—lo, upon thy wish.

Our messenger Chatillon is arriv'd.

—

"What England says, say briefly, gentle lord.
We coldly pause for tbee; Chatillon, speak.

Chat. Then turn yonr forces from this paltry siege.
And stir them up against a mightier task.
England, impatient of your just demands.
Hath put himself in arms, the adverse winds.
Whose leisure I have staid ; have given him time
To land his legions all as soon as 1

:

His marches are expedient to this town,
His. forces strong, his soldiers confident.
\\ ith him along is come the mother-queen.
An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife

;

With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain;
With them a bastard of the' king deteas'jf

:

And all the unsettled humours of the laud,

—

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries.
With ladies' faces, and fierce dragon's spleens,

—

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes.
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs.
To make a hazard of new fortunes here.
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits,

Than now the English bottoms liave waft o*er.
Did never float upon the swelling tide,
To do offence ana scath in Christendom.
The interruption of their churlish drums

\_Drum$ beat.
Cuts ofi more circumstance: they are at hand.
To parley, or to fight

;
therefore, prepare.

A .Phi. How much unlook'd for is this expedition !

j4u&t. By how much unexpected, by so muchW e must awake endeavour for defence

;
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For courage mouiiteth with occasion :

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd.

Enter King JOHN, ELINOR, BLANCH, the
Bastard, PEMBROKE, and forces.

jft".Join. Peace betoFrance; ifFrance in pence permit
Our just and lineal entrance to our own !

If not ; bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven !

Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct
Their proud contempt, that beat his peace to hearen.

A'. Phi, Peace be to England ; if that war return
From France to England, there to live in peace !

Encjland we love ; and for that England's sake.
With burden of our armour here we sweat:
This toil of ours should ba a work of thine;
But thou from loving England art so far,

That thou hast under-wrought its lawful king.
Cut off the sequence of postei*ity.

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face ;

—

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his

:

This little abstract doth contain that large.
Which died in Geffrey ; and the hvind of time
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume,
Tliat Geffrey was thy elder brother born,
Aud this his son; England was Geffrey's right.
And this is Geffrey's : In the name of God,
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a king.
When living blood doth in these temples beat.
Which owe the crown that thou o'ermasterest ?

K. John. From whom hast thou this great com-
mission, France,

To draw my answer from thy articles?

K. Phi. From that supernal Judge, that stirs

good thoughts
In any breast of strong authority.
To look into the blots and stains of right.

That Judy* hath made me guardian to this boy ;

Under whose warrant, I impeach tliy wrong
;

Aud, by whose help, I mean to chastise it.

K.John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority.

K. Phi. Excuse ; it is to beat usurping down.
Eli. Who is it, thou dost call iisurper, France f

Const. Let me make answer;—thy usurping son.
Rli. Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be king

;

That thou may'st be a queen, and clieck the world

!
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Const, My bed was ever to thy son as tme>
As thine was to thy husband : and this boy
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey,
Than thou and John in manners

;
being as lilce.

As rain to water, or devil to his dam.
My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think.

His father never was so true begot

;

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother.
Sit. There's a good mother, boy, that blots thy

father.

Const, lliere's a good graudam, boy, that would
blot thee.

,(4usi. Peace !

Bast. Hear the crier.

j^ust. What tlie devil art thou t

Bast. One, that will play the deril, sir, with you,.

An 'a may catch your hide and you alone.

You are the hare of whom the proverb goes.

Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard ;

I'll smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right;
Sirrah, look to't; i'faith, I will, i'faith.

Bla?ick. O, well did he become that lion's robe>
lliat did disrobe the lion of that robe !

Bast. It lies as sightly on the back of him.
As great Alcides' shoes upon an ass:

—

But, ass. 111 take that burden from your back ;

Or lay on that, shall make your shoulders crack.

./iust. What cracker is this same, that deafsour
ears

With this abundance of superfluous breath ?

A'. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do
straight.

Lew. Women and fools, break off your confer-
ence.

—

King John, this is the very sum of all,

—

England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine>
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee :

Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy anns ?

K, John. My life as soon:— I do defy thee,France^
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand;
And, out of my dear love, I'll give thee more
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win

:

Submit thee, boy.
Eli. Come to thy grandam, child.

Const. Do, child, go to it' grandam, child ;

Give iii-andam kingdom, and it* grandam will

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig i
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There's a good grandam.
Arth. Good my mother, peace!

I would, that I were low laid' in my prave ;

I ara not worth this coil that's made for me.
Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he

weeps.
Const. N ow shame upon yoii,whe'r she does,or no!

His graiidara's wrongs, and not his mother's shames.
Draw those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes.
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee

;

Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall bebrib'd
To do him justice, and revenge on you.

Eli, Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and
earth !

Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and
earth !

Call not me slanderer; thou, and thine, usurp
The dominations, royalties, and rights.
Of this oppressed boy : This is thy eldestson's son,
Infortunate in nothing but in thee;
'Hiy sins are visited in this poor child ;
The cannon of the law is laid on him.
Being but the second generation
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb.
K. Jjhn. Beldam, have done.
Const. I have but this to say,—*

That he's not only plagued for her sin.
But God hath tna.de her sin and her the plague
On this removed issue, plagu'd for her.
And with her plague, her sin; his injury
Her injury,—the 'beadle to her sin

;

All punished in the person of this child.
And all for her ; A pl^ue upon her

!

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce
A wiW, that bars the title of thy son.

Const. Ay, who doubts that? a will! a wicked
wUl;

A woman's will; a canker'd grandam's will!
JC. Phi. Peace, lady; pause, or be more temperate:

It ill beseems this presence, to cry aim
To these ill-tuned repetitions.

—

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls
The^e men of Anglers ; let us hear them speak.
Whose title they* admit, Arthur's or John's.

Trumpets sound. Enter Citizens upon the walls.

1 Cit. Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walls!
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K. Phi. 'Tia France, for England.
A". John. England, for itself:

You men of Antriers, and my loving suhiects,

—

K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's
subjects,

Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle.

K. John. For our advantage ;—Therefore hear
us first.

These flags of France, that are advanced here
Before the eye and prospect of your town,
Have hither march'd to your endamagement:
The cannons have their bowels full of \Vrath

;

And ready mounted are they, to spit forth

Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls

:

All preparation for a bloody siege.

And merciless proceeding by these French,
Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates

;

And, but for our approach, those sleeping stones»

That as a waist do girdle you about.

By the compulsion of their ordinance

By this time from their fixed beds of lime

Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made
For bloody power to rush upon your peace.

But, on the sight of us, your lawf il king,

Who painfully, with much expedient march.
Have brought a countercheck before your gates.

To save unscratch'd your city's threatened cheeks,—
Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchsafe a parle

:

And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire.

To make a shaking fever in your walls.

They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke.
To make a faithless error in your ears :

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens.

And let us in, your king ; whose labour'd spirits,

Forwearied in this action of swift speed.

Crave harbourage within your city walls.

K. Phi. When 1 have said, make answer to us
both.

Lo, in this right hand, whose protection

Is most divinely vow'd upon the right

Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet

;

Son to the elder brother of this man,
And king o'er him, and all, that he enioys

:

For this down-troddeu equity, we tread

In warlike march these greens before your town j

Being no further enemy to you.

Than the constraint of hospitable zeal,
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In xhc relief of this oppressed child,
Ktrllgiously provokes. Be pleased then
To wAy tliat duty^ which yon truly owe.
To Kim that owes it

; namely, this young prince •

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear.
Save m asp6ct, have all offence seal'd up -

Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven •

And, with a blessed and unvex'd retire,
'

With unhackM swords, and helmets all unbruis'd,
^ e wiU bear home that lusty blood again,
\V hich here we came to spout against your to^vn.And leave your children, wives, and you, ui peact.Kut If you fondly pass our proffer'd offer,
Fis not the roundure of your old-fac'd walls
Can hide you from our messengers of war;
Though all these English, and their discipline.
Were harbour'd in taeir rude circumference
Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord,
In that behalf, which we have challena'd it I
Or shall we give the signal to our rage.
And stalk m blood to our possession

1 at . In brief, we are the king of England's sul>-
jects

;

For him, and in his right, we hold this town.
/C. John. Acknowledge then the king, and letme m.

f?'-
1"hatcanwenot: biithe,tRatprovesthekin(r,

lo him will we prove loyal ; till that time.
Have we ramm'd up our gates against the world
A. John. Doth not the crown of England orove

the king f
^

And, if not that, I bring you witnesses.
Twice fifteen thousand heai ts of England's bread,—

Hast. Bastards, and else.
K. John. To verify our title with their lives.
A. Phi. As many, and as well born bloods as

those,

Base. Some bastards too.

/^}yf^''
^'^"'l ^" ^'^^ ff^ce *o Contradict his claim.

i»r / "^'^^ compound whose right is worthiest.
We, for the worthiest, hold the right from both.
A. John. Then God foi-give the sin of aU those

souls,
That to their evei-lasting residence.
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet.
In dreadful uial. of our Mngdom*s kiajj

!
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A*. Phi. Amea, Amen !—Mount, chevaliers ! to
axm^ !

Bast. St. George,—that swing'd the dragon, and
e'er since.

Sits on his horseback at mine hostess' door.

Teach us some fence !—Sirrah, were I at lionae.

At youv den, sirrah, [ To /iustria.'] with your lioness^

I'd set an ox-head on your lion's hide.

And make a monster of you.
j4ust. Peace ; no more.
Jitist. O, tremble ; for you hear the lion roar.

K.John. Up higher to the plain; where well
set forth.

In best appointment, all our regiments.

Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the field.

JST. Pki. It shall be so ;—[7b Lewis.'] and at the
other hill

Command the rest to stand.—God, and our right

!

SCENE II.

The same.

^lamms and excursions ; then a retreat. Enter a
French Herald, with trumpets, to the gates.

F. Her. You men of Anglers, open wide your gates.

And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in

;

Who, by the hand of France, this day hath mada
Much work for tears in many an English mother.
Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground ;

Many a widow's husband groveling lies.

Coldly embracing the discolour'd earth
;

And victory, with little loss, doth play

Upon the dancing banners of the French ;

Who are at hand, triumphantly display'd.

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim
Arthur of Bretagne, Enj^land's king, and yours.

Enter an English J/ernld, leith trumpets.

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your
bells;

King John, your king and England's, doth approach.
Commander of this hot malicious day !

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright.

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood ;

There stuck no plume in any English crest.

That is removed by a staff of France
j
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Our colours do return in those same hands,
That did disjilay them, when we first march'd forth:
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come
Our lusty Ensjlish, all with purpled hands,
Died in the dying slaughter of their foes:
Open your gates, and give the victors way.

. Cit. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold.
From first to last, the onset and retire
Of both your armies; whose equality
By our best eyes cannot be censured

:

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer'd
blows

;

Strength match'd with strength, and power con-
fronted power

:

Both are alike ; and both alike we like.

One must prove greatest : while ihey weigh so even.
We hold our town for neither; yet for both.

Enter, at one side, Kirte JOHN, with his power

\

ELINOR, BLANCH, and the Buftard; nt the
other. King PHILIP, LEWIS, AUSTRIA, and
forces.

K.John. France, hast thou yet more blood to
cast away ?

Say, shall the current of our right run on?
Whose passage, vex'd with thy impediment.
Shall leave his native channel; and o'er-swell
With course disturb'd even thy confining shores;
Unless thou let his silver water keep
A peaceful pros^ress to the ocean.
K.Phi. England, thou hast not sav'd one drop

of blood.
In this hot trial, more than we of France

;

Rather, lost more : And by this hand I swear.
That sways the earth this climate overlooks,

—

Before we will lay down our just-borne arms.
We'll put thee down, *gains»t whom these arms we

bear.
Or add a royal number to the dead !

Gracing the scroll, that tells of this war's loss.

With slaughter coupled to the name of kings.
Bast. Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers.

When the rich blood of kings is set on fire !

O, now doth death lino his dead chaps with steel;
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fansjs ;

And now he feasts, mouthing the flesh of meu^
In undetermm'd differences of kings—
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Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus ?

Cry, havocV, kings! back to the stained field.

You equal potents, fiery-kindled spirits !

Then let confusion of one part confirm

The other's peace ;
till then, hlows, blood, and death

f

A'. John . Whose party do the townsmen yet admit?

K. Phi. Speak, citizens, for England ; who's your
king ?

I Cit. The king of England, when we know the
king.

K. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up his

right,

K.John. In us, that are our own great deputy.
And bear possession of our person here

;

Lord of OUT presence, Angiers, and of you.

1 Cji. A greater power than we, denies all this;

And, till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates :

King'd of our fears ; until our fears, vesolv'd.

Be by some certain king purg'd and depos'd.

Basi. By heaven, thesu scroyles of Angiers flout

you, kings

;

And stand securely on their battlements,

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point

At your industrious scenes and acts of death.

Your royal presences be rul'd by me
;

Bo like the mutines of Jerusalem,
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend
Your shirpest deeds of malice oii this town :

By east and west let France and England mount
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths;
Til\ their soul-fearing clamours have brawled down
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city:

I'd play incessantly upon these jades,

Even till unfenced desolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, dissever your united strengths,

And part your mingled colours once again ;

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point

:

Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth

Out of one side her happy minion
;

To whom in favour she shall give the day.
And kiss him with a glorious victory.

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states?

Smacks it not something of the policy?

K. John. Now, by the sky, that hangs above our

heads.
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I like it well J—Fiance, shall ive knit our powers.And lay this Aiigiers even with the ground :

Then, after, fight who shall be king of it?
Biisi. An if thou hast the mettle of a kins

Being wrong'd, as we are, by this peevish town,—

i

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery.
As we will ours, against these saucy walls ;And when that we have dash'd them to the croundWhy, then defy each other

; and, p-l]-mell.
Make work upon ourselves, for heaven, or hell.

Phi. Let it be so:—Say,where will you assault?
K.John. We from the west will send destruction

Into this city's bosom.
./tmt. I from the north.

, . ,
O"!' thunder from the south,

Wiall ram their drift of bullets on this town.
Bast. O prudent disoipline

! From north to south -

Austria and Franca shoot in each other's mouth :

*

T.n - . . ~ [^side.
I'll stir them to it;—Come, away, away!

1 Cii. Hear us, great kings: vouchsafe a while-
to stay,

i^^d I shall show you peace, and fair-faced league;Win you this city without stroke, or wound
;Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds.

That here come sacrifices for the field :

Perstver not, but hear me, mighty kings.
a. John. Speak on, with favour ; we are bent ta

hear.

1 Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lad*
Blanch,

Is near to England ; Look upon the years
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid :

If lusty love should go in quest of beauty.
Where should he find it fairer than in BlancM
If zealous love should go in search of virtue,
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch ?
It love ambitious sought a match of birth.
Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ?
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth,
Is the young Dauphin every way complete

:

If not complete, O say, he is not she

;

And she again wants nothing, to name want.
If want it be not, that she is not he :

He is the half part of a blessed man.
Left to be finished by such a she;
And she a fair divided excellence.
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Whose fulness of perfection lies in him.
O, two such silver curreiita, when they join.
Do glorify the banlcs, that bound them in

:

And two such shores to two such streams made one.
Two such controlling bounds shall you be, Mugs,
To these two princes, if you marry them.
This union shall do more than battery can.
To our fast-closed gates

; for, at this match,
"With swifter spleen tlian powder can enforce,
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope.
And give you entrance

; but, without this match.
The sea enraged is not half so deaf.
Lions more confident, mountains and rocks
More free from motion

;
no, not death himself

In mortal fury half so peremptory.
As we to keep this city.

Bust. Hei-e's a stay,
That shakes the rotten carcase of old death
Out of his rags ! Here's a large mouth, indeed.
That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and

seas

;

Talks as familiarly of roaring lions.

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs !

What cannoneer begot this lusty blood T

He speaks plain cannon, fire, and smoke, and bounce;
He gives the bastinado with his tongue

;

Oar ears are cudgel'd ; not a word of his.

But buftets better than a fist of France :

Zounds ! I was never so bethump'd with words.
Since I first call'd my brother's father, dad.

E/i. Son, list to this conjunction, make this match;
Give with our niece a dowry large enough :

For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie

Thy now unsur'd assurance to the crown.
That yon green boy shall have no sim to ripe
The bloom, that promiseth a mighty fruit.

I see a yielding in the looks of France
;

Mark, how they whisper : urge them, while their
souls

Are capable of this ambition :

Lest zeal, now melted, by the windy breath
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse.
Cool aad congeal again to what it was.

i Cit. Why answer not the double majesties
This friendly treaty of our threatened town ?

^. Phi. Speak En-land first, that hath been for-
ward first
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To spealc unto this city : What say you?
A'. John. If that the Dauphiu there, thy princelv

son,
Can ill this book of beauty read, I love.
Her dowry shall weitfh equal with a queen

:

For Aniou, and fair Touraiiie, Maine, Poictiors,
And all that we upon this side the sea
(Except this city now by us besieg'd,)
Find liable to our crown and dignity,
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich
In titles, honours, and promotions.
As she in beauty, education, blood,
Holds hand with any princess of the world.
K. Phi. What say'st thou, boy I look iu the

lady's face.

Lew. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle.
The shadow of myself form'd in her eye ;

"Which, being but the shadow of your son.
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow :

I do protest, I never lov'd myself.
Till now infixed I beheld myself.
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye.

yVhispcrs with lilanch.
Bast. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye !—
Hang'd in tb,e frowning wrinkle of her brow !

—

And quarter'd in her heart !—he doth espy
Himself love's traitor : This is pity now.

That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there
should be.

In such a love, so vile a lout as he.
Blanch. My uncle's will, in this respect, is mines

If he see aught in you, that makes him like.
That an-^ thing he sees, which moves his liking,
I can with case translate it to my will

;

Or, if you will, (to speak more properly,)
I will enforce it easily to my love.
Further I will net flatter you, my lord.
That all I see in you is worthy love,
Thaji this,— that nothing do I see in you,
{Tliough churlibh thoughts themselves should b*

your judge,!
That I can finil should mei-it any hate.
K. John. What say these young ones? What

say you, my niece ?

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do
"What you in wisdom shall vouchsafe to say.

i
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K.John. Speak then, prince Dauphin; can you
love this lady 1

Lew. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love

;

For I do love her most unfeignedly.
K.John. 'Iheu do I give Volquessen, Touraine,

Maine,
Poictiers and Anjoii, these five provinces,
With her to thee ; and this addition more,
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin,

—

Philip of France, if thou be pleased withal.
Command thy son and daughter to join hands.
K. Phi. It likes us well ;—Young princes, close

your hands.
•4ust. And your lips too ; for, I am well assur'd.

That I did so, when I was first assured.
A . Pl.i. Now, citizens of Anglers, ope your gates.

Let in that amity, which you liave made
;

For at saint Mary's chapel, presently,
The rites of marriage shall be sijlemniz'd.

—

Is not the lady Constance in this troop?

—

1 know, she is not; for this match, made up.
Her presence would have interrupted much :—
Where is she and her son ? tell me, who knows.
Lew. She is sad und passionate at your highness'

tent.

K. Phi. And, by my faith, this league, that we
have made,

WiU give her sadness very little cure.:

—

Brother of England, how may we content
This widow lady ? In her right we came;
Which we, God knows, have turu'd another way.
To our owu vantage.
K.John. We will heal up all,

For we'll create youuc Arthur dujce of Bretagne,
And earl of Richmonil ; and this rich fair town
We make him lord of.—Call the lady Constance

;

Some speedy messenger bid her repair
To our solemnity :— I trust we shall.
If not fill up the measure of her will.

Yet in some measure satisfy her so.
That we shall stop her exclamation.
Go we, as well as haste will suffer us,

To this unlook'd for unprepared pomp.
[A'.ieus? alt but the Bastard.~-71ie

Citizens retire from the walls.
Bast. 'Alad world ! mad kings ! mad composition !

John, to stop Arthur's title iu the whole,
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Hath willingly departed with a part

:

And France, (whose armour conscience! buckled on;
Whom meal and charity brought to the field.

As God's own soldier) rounded in the ear
With that same puiTiose-chaugar, that sly devil;
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith

;

That daily break-vow ; he, that wins of all,

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids ;

—

Who having no external thing to lose

But the word niaid,--cheats the poor maid of that

;

That smooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity,

—

Commodity, the bias of the world;
The world, who of itself is piesed well.

Made to run even, upon even ground
;

Till this advantage, tnis vile drawing bias.
This sway of motion, this commodity.
Makes it take head from all indifferency.

From all direction, purpose, course, intent

:

And ^is same bias, this commodity,
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word,
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France,
Hath drawn him from his own detennin'd aid.

From a resolv'd and honourable war.
To a most base and vile-concluded peace,

—

And why rail I on this commodity ?

But for because he hath not woo'd me yet

:

Not that 1 have the power to clutch my hand,
When his "fair angels would salute my palm :

But for my hand, as unattempted yet,

Ijike a poor beggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail.

And say,—there is no sin, but to be rich ;

And being rich, my virtue then shall be,

To say,—there is no vice, but beggary :

Since Idngs break faith upon commodity.
Gain, be my lord ! for I will worship thee ! [f£.vit

ACT III. SCENE I.

The same. The French ffin^s tent.

Enter CONSTANCE, ARTHUR, and SALIS-
BURY.

Const. Gone to bemaixied ! cone to swear a peace
False blood to false blood join'a ! Gone to be friends

Shall Lewis have Blanch ? and Blanch those pro
vinces ?

It is not so ; thou hast mis-spoke, mishewd

;
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Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again

;

It cannot be; thou dost hut say, 'tis so:
I trust, I may not trust ihee ; for thy word
Is but the vain breath of a common man

:

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man;
l have a king's oath to the contrary.
Thou shall be punish'd for thus frighting me,
For I am sick, and capable of fears

;

Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears

;

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears
;A woman, naturally born to fears

;

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest.
With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce,
But they will quake and tremble all this day.
>\ hat dost thou mean hy shaking of thy head ?
"W hy dost thou look so sadly on my son ?
M'hat means that hand upon that breast of thine fWhy holds thine eye that lamentable rheum.
Like a proud river peeiinf; o'er his bounds ?

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ?
Then speak aga'in ; not all thy former tale.
But this one word, whetlier thy tale be true.

As true, as, I believe, you think them false.
That give you cause to prove my saying true.

Const. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow,
Teach thou this soiTow how to make me die;
And let belief and life encounter so.
As doth the fury of two desperate men.
Which, in the very meeting, fall, and die.—
Lewis marry Blanch : O, boy, then where art thou t
France friend with England ! what becomes of me!

—

Fellow, be gone ; 1 cannot brook thy sight ;"

This news hath made thee a most ugly man.
Sal. What other liarm have I, good lady, done.

But spoke the harm, that is by others done ?
Const. Which hami within itself so heinous is,

As it makes harmful all, that speak of it.

j4rlh. I do beseech you, madam, be content.
Const, _ If thou, that bid'st me be content, wert

grim.
Ugly, and sland'rous to thy mother's womb,
Full of unpleasing blots, and sightless stains.
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,
Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks,
I would not care, I tlien would be content

;

For then I should not love thee
;
no, nor thoii

Become thy great l)irlh, nor deaerre a ei-o^.
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But thoo art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy,

Nature and formne join'd to make thee great

:

Of natnre's gifts thou may'st with lilies boast.

And with the lialf-blown rose : but fortune ! O,

She is corrtipted, changM, and won from thee

;

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John;

And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on trancft

To tread do-ivn fair respect of sovereigiity.

And made his majesty the bawd to then s-

France is a bawd to fortune, and king John

;

That strumpe* fortune, that usurping John :—•

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn?

Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone.

And leave those woes alone, which I alone

Am bound to uoder-bear.
Fardon me, madam,

I may not go without you to the kings.

Const. Thou may'bt, thou shalt; I will not g*>

with thee

:

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ;

For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout.

To me, and to the state of my great grief.

Let kings assemble ; for my grief's so great.

That no supporter but the huge firm earth

Can hold it up : here I and sorrow sit

;

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it.

IShe throws herself on the grounA

Enter King JOHN, King PHJ^.T' LEWIS.
BLANCH, ELINOR, Bastard, AUhlRIA, and

Attendants.

K. Phi. 'Tis true, fair daughter ; and this blessed

day.
Ever in France shall be kept festival

:

To solemnize this day, the glorious sun

Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist

;

Turning, with splendor of Ms precious eye,

The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold

:

The yearly course, that brings this day about.

Shall never see It but a holiday.

Const. A wicked day, and not a hobday !—

—

\_Rtstng.

What hath this day deserv'd ? what hath it done ;

That it in golden letters should be set.

Among the high tides, in the kalendar?

Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week ;

This day o£ shame, oppression* perjury :
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Or, if it must stand still, let ivives with child
Pray, that their burdens may not fall this day.
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd :

'

But on this day, let seanien fear no wreck
No bargains break, that are not this day made :

This day, all things begun come to ill end •

Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change*!
K. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause

To curse the fair proceedings of this day:
Have I not pawned to you my majesty?

Const. Yoti have beguil'd me with a counterfeit.
Resembling majesty; which.being touch'd,and tried.
Proves valueless : You are forsworn, forsworn

;You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood*
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours :

The grappling vigour and rough frov. n of war
'

Is cold m amity and painted peace.
And our oppression hath made up this league :

Arm, aim, you heavens, against these perjur'd kings IA widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens !

Let not the hours of this ungodly day
Wear out the day in peace

; but, ere sunset.
Set armed discord 'twixt these perjur'd kings !

Hear me, O, hear me!

"i?*"'' «r Lady Constance, peace^
Const. War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me a war.O Lymoges! O Austria! thou dost shame

That bloody spoil : Thou slave, thou wretch, thou
coward

:

Thou little valiant, great in villany !

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side

!

Thou fortune's champion, that dost never fight
But when her humorous ladyship is by
To teach thee safety ! thou art perjur'd too.
And sooth'st up greatness. What a fool art thou,
A ramping fool ; to brag, and stamp, and swear.
Upon my party! Thou cold-blooded slave.
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ?
Been sworn my soldier? biddini; me depend
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ?
And dost thou now fall over to my foas ?
Thou wear a lion's bide ! dofi* it for shame.
And hang a calf's-skin on those recreant limbs.

^ust. O, that a man should speak those word*
to me !

Bast. And hang a calfVskia on those recreant
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^ust. Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy life.

Bast. And hilng a caU's-skin on those recreant

limbs.
A'. Jokn. We like not this ; thou dost forget thy-

self.

En/er PANDUI.PH.
K. Phi. Here conies the holy legate of the pope-

Pand- Hail, yon anointed deputies of heaven!

—

To thee, king John, mv holy eiTand is.

I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal.

Arid from pope Innocent the legate here.

Do, in his name, religiously demand.
Why thou against the church, our holy mother*

So v-ilfuUy dost spurn ; and, force perforce.

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop

Of Canterbury, from that holy see ?

This, in our 'foresaid holy father's name.

Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.

K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories

Can task the free breath of a sacred king?

Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous.

To charge me to an answer, as the pope.

Tell him tliis tale ; and from the mouth of England,

Add thus much more,—That no Italian priest

Shall tithe or toll in our dominions

;

But as we under Heaven are supreme head.

So, under him, that great supremacy,
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold.

Without the assistance of a mortal hand

;

So tell the pope ; uU reverence set apart.

To him and his usurp'd authority.

AT. Phi. Brother of England.you blaspheme in this.

A'. John. Hiough you, and all the kings of Chris-

tendom,
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest,

Dreading the curse that money may buy out

;

And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust.

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man.
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself:

Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led.

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish

;

Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose

Against the pope, and count his friends my fiies.

Pand. Then, by the lawful power, that I have.

Thou ihalt stand curs'd, and axcommumoat* :
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And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt
From his allegiauce to an hevetick

;

And meritorious shall that hand be eall'd.
Canonized, and worshipM as a saint.
That takes away by any secret course
Thy hateful life.

Const.
_ O, la\vful let it be.

That I have room with Rome to curse a Vi'hile

!

Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen.
To my keen curses

; for, without ray \vron<;.
There is uo tongue hath power to curse him right.
Pand. There's law and warrant,lady, for my curse.
Const. And for mine too; when law can do no

right,

X.et it be lan-ful, that law bar no wronT:
Law cannot give my child his kingdom^here

;

For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law .

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong.
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse ?
Pand. Philip of France, ou peril of a curse,

I-et go the hand of that arch-heretick
;And raise the power of France upon his head,

Unless lie do submit himself to Rome.
Eli. Look'st thou pale, France? do not let go

thy hand.
C(mst. Look to that, devil ! lest that France repent^.

And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul.
^ust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal.
Bast. Andhangacairs-skin on his recreant limbs.
^ust

. Well,rutfian, I must pocket up these wrongs.
Because

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them.
A

.
John. Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal ?

Const, What should he say, but as the cardinal I

Leic. Bethink you, father ; for the difference
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome,
Or the light loss of England for a friend :

Forego the easier.

Blanch. That's the curse of Rome.
Const. O Lewis, stand fast ; the devil tempts

thee here.
In likeness of a new untriramed bride.

Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not from
her faith,

But from her need.
Conn. O, if thou grant my need,

"V'i'hich only lives but by the death of faithj
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That need must needs infer this principle,

That faith would livB again by death of need

;

O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up;

Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down.
K. John. The king is mov'd, and answers not to

this.

Consl. 0,be removed from him, and answer well.

Aust, Do so, king Philip
;
hang no more in doubt.

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf's-skin, most sweet

Uut.
K. Phi, I am perplex'd, andknow not what to say.

Pand. What can'st thou say, but will perplex

thee more,
If thou stand excommunicate, and curs'd ?

A'. Phi. Good reverend father, make my person

yours.
And tell me, how you would bestow yourself.

This royal hand and mine are newly knit;

And the conjunction of our inward souls

Married in league, coupled and liok'd together

With all religious strength of sacred vows

;

The latest breath that gave the sound of words.

Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love.

Between our kingdoms, and oar royal selves
;

And even before this truce, but new before,*—

No longer than we well could wash our hands.

To clap this royal bargain up of peace,

Heaven knows, they were besmear'd and overstain'd

With slaughter's pencil ; where revenge did paint

The fearful difference of incensed kings :

And shall fhese hands so lately purg'd of blood.

So newly join'd in love, so strong in both.

Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet?

Play fast and loose \vith faith ? so jest with heaven,

Make such unconstant children of ourselves.

As now again to snatch our palm from palm
;

Unswear faith sworn ; and on the marriage bed

Of smiling peace to march a bloody host,

And make a riot on the gentle brow
Of true sincerity? O holy sir.

My reverend father, let it not be sa :

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, imoose

Some gentle order ; and then we shall be bless'd

To do your pleasure, and continue friends.

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless,

fiave what is opposite to England's love.

I'ierefore, to arms ! be champion of our church !
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Or let the churcli, our mother, breathe her curse,

A mother's curse, on her revolting son.

France, thou may'st hold a serpent by the tongue,

A cased lion by the mortal paw,
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth.

Than keep in peace that hand, which thou dost hold.

A'. P/ii- I may disjoin my hand, but oot my faith,

Pnnd. So malc'st thou faith an enemy to faith
i

And, lite a civil war, sel'st oath to oath,

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow.
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perfonn'd;

That is, to be the champion of our church !

"What since thou swor'st, is sworn against thyself.

And may not be performed by thyself

:

For that, which thou hast sworn to do amisa,

Is not amiss, when it is truly done;
And being not done, where doing tends to ill.

The truth is then most done not doing it

:

The better act of purposes mistook

Is, to mistake a^ain; though indirect.

Yet indirection thereby grows direct,

And falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire/

Within the scorclied veins of one new bum'd.
It is religion, that doth make vows kept

;

But thou hast sworn against religion

;

By what thou sivcar'st, against the thing thou
swear'st^

And mak'st an oath the surety for tliy ti-uth

Against an oath : The truth thou art unsure

To swear, swear only not to be forsworn ;

Else, what a mockery should it be to swear T

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn
;

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear.

Therefore, thy latter vows, agains* thy first,

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself:

And better conquest never canst thou make,
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts

Against those giddy loose suggestions :

Upon which better part our prayers come in.

If thou vouchsafe them : but, if not, then know.
The peril of our curses light on thee

;

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off.

But, in despair, die under their black weight.

Aust. Rebellion, flat rebellion !

Bast, Will't not be ?

Will not a cairs-skin stop that mouth of thinel

Lea. Father, to anus

!
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Blanch, Upon thy wedding day?
Against the blood, that thou hast mai ried ?

"What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter'd men?
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlish drums,

—

Chmiours of hell,—he measures of our pomp ?

0 husband, hear me !—ah, alack, how new
Is husband in my mouth !—even for that name,
"Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounc«>
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms
Against mine uncle.

Canst. O, upon my knee.
Made hard with kneelint?, I do pray to thee.

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom
Fore-thought by heaven.

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love; What motive
may

Be stronger with thee than the name of wife?
Const. That, which upholdeth him, that thee

iipholds.

His honour: O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour '

Lew. I muse, your majesty doth seem so cold,

"When such profound respects do pull you on.

Pand. I will denounce a curse upon his head.
K. Phi. Thou shaltnot need;—England, I'll fall

from thee.

Const. O fair return of banish'd majesty !

JCli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy !

K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within
this hour.

Bitst. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton
Time,

Is it as he will? well then, France shall rue.

Blanch. The sun's o'ercast with blood: Fair
day, adieu

!

Which is the side, that I must go withal ?

1 am with both : each army hath a hand
;

And, in their rage, I haWng hold of both.

They whirl asunder, and dismember me.
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'st win

;

Uncle, I needs must pray, that thou may'st lose ;

Father, I may not wish the fortune thine;

Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive :

Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose
;

Assured loss, before the match be play'd.

Lew. ijady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies.

Blanch. There wher« my fortune lives, there my
life dies.
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A'. John. Cousin,go draw our puissance together.

—

[Kj.U Bastard.
France, I am buru'd up with inflaming wrath

;

A rage, whose heat hath this condition,
That nothing can allay, nothing hut blood.
The blood, and dearest valued blood, of France.

K. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and thou
shall turn

To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire:

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.
K. John. No more than he, that threats.—To

arms let's hie ! \^Exeunt,

SCENE II.

The same. P/ains near Angters.

Alarums, ex cursions. Enter the Bastard, vjith

AUSTRIA'S head.

Bast.'So\v,hy my life, this day gi'ows wondrous hot;
Some airy devil hovers in the sk^,
And pours down mischief. Austria's head lie there:
\Vhiie Philip breathes.

Enter King JOHN, ARTHUR, and HUBERT.
K. John. Hubert, Ifccp this boy:—Philip, make up:

My mother is assailed in our tent.

And ta'en, I fear.

Bast. My lord, I rescu'd her
;

Her highness is in safety, fear you not

:

But on, my liege ; for very little pains
"Will bring this labour to an happy end. \_Excunt.

SCENE III.

The same.

Alarums; eaxurshnsx retreat. Enter A'fne- JOHN,
ELINOR, ARTHUR, the Bastard, HUBERT,
and Lords.

K.John. So shall it be; your grace shall stay
behind, [7b Elinor.

So strongly guarded.—Cousin, look not sad :

[To Arthur.
Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will
As dear be to thee as thy father was.

Arih. 0, this will make my mother die with grief.

A'. John. Cousin, [7(3 the Bastard.] away for
England ; haste before :
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And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags
Of hoarding abbots

;
imprisoned angels

Set thou at liberty: the fat ribs of peaca
Must by the hungry now be fed upon

;

Use our commission in his utmost force.

£(tsi. Bell, book, and candle, shall not di-ive me
back,

"When gold and silver becks me to come on.

I leave yout highness :—Grandam, I will pray
<If ever I remember to be holy,)

For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand.
Eli. Farewell, my gentle cousin.

K.John. Coz, farewell. lEait Bastard.

Eli. Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word.
[She takes Arthur aside.

K.John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle

Hubert,
We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh

There is a soul, counts thee her creditor.

And with advantage means to pay thy love

:

And, my fjood friend, thy voluntary oatli

Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished.

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say,—
But I will fit it mth some better time.

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham'd
To say what good respect I have of thee.

Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty.

K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say

so yet

:

But thou shalt have ; and creep time ne'er so alow,

Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good.

I had a thing to say,—But let it go :

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day.

Attended with the pleasures of the world,

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds,
To give me audience :—If the midnight bell

Did, with his iron tongue aJid brazen mouth,
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night;

If this same were a church-yard where we stand.

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs

;

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy.
Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, thick

;

(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veinij

Making that ideot, laughter, keep men's eyes.

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment,

A passion hateful to my purposes ;)

Or if that thou could'st see me witJiout eyes.



Sc. 4. KING JOHN. 145

Hear me without tliine ears, and make reply
"Without a tongne, using conceit alone,
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ;

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts

:

But ah, I will not :—Yet I love thee well

;

And, by my troth, 1 thinli, thou lov'st me well.
Htib. So well, that what you bid me undertake,

Tliough that my death were adjunct to my act.

By heaven, I'd do't.
A'. John. Do not I know, thou would'at ?

Gstod Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye
On yon young boy: 1*11 tell thee what, my friend.
He IS a very serpent in my way ;

And, wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread.
He lies before me : Dost thou understand me?
Thou art his keeper.
Huh . And I will keep him so.

That he shall not offend your majesty.
K. John. Death.
nub. My lord?
K.John. A grave.
Hub. He shall not live.

K.John. Enough.
I could be merry now : Hubert, I love thee

;

AVell, I'll not say what I intend for thee

:

Remember. Madam, fare you well

:

I'll send those powers o'er to your majesty.
Kit. My blessing go with thee

!

K. John. For England, cousin :

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you
With all true duty.—On toward Calais, ho !

[^Eseunt.

SCENE IV.

The same. The French King's tent.

Enter King PHILIP, LEWIS, PANDULPH,
and j^tiendants.

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood,

A whole armado of convicted sail

Is scatter'd and disjoiu'd from fellowship.
Pand. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go well.
A*. Phi. What can go well,when we have run so ill?

Ave \ye not beaten? Is not Ane^ers lost ?

Arthur ta'en prisoner? divers dear friends slain

t

And bloody England into England gone,

O'erbearing interruption, spite of France?
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Lew. What he hath won, that he liath fortified :

So hot a speed with such advice dispos'd,

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause,

Doth want example : Who hath read, or heard.

Of any kindred action like to this?

A'. Phi. Well could I bear, that England had
this praise.

So we could find some pattern of our shame.

Enter CONSTANCE.
Jjook, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul

;

Holding the eternal spirit, against hei- will,

III the vile prison of afllicted breath:—
1 pr'ythee, lady, e;o away with me.

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace !

A". Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle

Constance

!

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress.

But that, which ends all counsel, true redress,

Death, death :—O amiable lovely death !

Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness !

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night.

Thou hate and terror to prosperity.

And I will kiss thy df;testable bonos;

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows
;

And ring these fingers with thy household worms

;

And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust.

And be a carrion monster like thyself:

Come, grin on me ; and I will thijik thou smil'st.

And buss thee as thy wife! Misery's love,

O, come to me !

K.Phi. O fair afiliction, peace.

Const. No, no, I will not, having breatb to cry :—
O, .that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth !

Then with a passion would I shake the world
;

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy.
Which caimot hear a lady's feeble voice,

AVhich scorns a modern invocation.

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow.

Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so;

I am not mad : this hair 1 tear, is mine

;

My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey's wife

;

Young .Arthur is my son, and he is lost

:

I am not mad ; I would to heaven, I were

!

For tlien, 'tis like I should forget myself

:

O, if I could, what grief should I forget !

—

Preach some philosophy to make me mad.
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And thou shall be canoniz'd, cardinal

:

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief>
My reasonable part produces reason
How I may be delirer'd of these woes.
And teaches me to kill or hamr myself*
If I were mad, I should forget my son j
Or madly think, a l)abe of clouts were he :

I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel
The different plague of each calamity.

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses : O, what love I note
In the fair multitude of those her hairs !

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen.
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends
Do glew themselves in sociable grief;
Like true, inseparable, faithful loves.
Slicking together in calamity.

Const. To England, if you will.
P^*- Bind up your hairs.

Coxst. Yes, thati will; And wherefore i\-ill I do iti
I tore them from their bonds ; and cried aloud,
0 that these Hands could so redeem my son,

they hare given these hairs their liberty .'

But now I envy at iheir liberty,
And will again commit them to their bonds.
Because my poor child 19 a prisoner.
And, father cardinal, I have heard you say,
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven :
If that be true, I shall see my boy again

;

For, since the birth of Cain, the first male child.
To him, that did but yesterday suspire,
There was not such a gracious creature bora.
But now will canker sorrow ea' my bud,
And chase the native beauty from his cheek.
And he will look as hollow as a ghost

;

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit

;

And so he'll die
; and, rising so again,

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven
I shall not know him : therefore never, never
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more.
Pand, You hold too heinous a respect of grief.
Const. He talks to me, that never had a son.
A'. Phi. You are as fond of grief, as of your child.
Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent child.

Lies in his bed, walks up and dovni with me
;

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words.
Remembers me of all his gracious parts,
Stufe out Ms vacant garments with iiis form ;

y «•
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Then, have I reason to be fond of grief.

Fare you well : had you such a loss as 1,

I could give better comfort than you do.

—

I wUl not keep this form upon my head,

[ Tearing off her Aead-dress,

When there is such disorder in my wit.

O Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son

!

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world !

My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure! [E.xit,

K. Phi. 1 fear some outra-je, and I'll follow her.

\Exit.

Lea. There's nothing in this world can maka
me joy

:

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale,

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man;
And hitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world'*

taste,

That it yields naught, but shame, and bitterness.

Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease.

Even in the instant of repair and healtli.

The fit is strongest ; evils, that take leave,

On their departure most of all show evil :

What have you lost by losing of this day ?

Lew. All days of glory, joy, and happiness.

Pond. If you had won it, certainly, you had.

No, no ; when fortune means to men most good.

She looks upon them with a threatening eye.

'Tis strange, to think how much king John hath lost

In this, which he accounts so clearly won

:

Are not you griev'd, that Arthur is his prisoner!

Lew. As heartily, as he is glad he hath him.

Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood.

Now hear me speak, with a prophetick spirit

;

For even the breath of what I mean to speak

Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub,

Out of the mth, which shall directly lead

Thy foot to England's throne ; and, therefore mark.

John hatli seiz'd Arthur; and it cannot be.

That, whiles warm life plays in that Infant's veinSfc

The misplac'd John should entertain an hour,

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest

:

A sceptre, snatch'd with an unruly hand,

Must be as boisterously maintalft'd as gaiu'd

:

And he, that stands upon a slippery place.

Makes nice of no vile hold to slay him up :

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must uui|

So be it, for it cannot be but so.
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Zew. Butwhat shall I gain by young Arthur's fall?
Pand. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife.

May then make all the claim that Arthur did.
Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did.
Pand. How green are you, and fresh in this old

world

!

John lays you plots ; the times conspire with you :
For he that steeps his safety in true blood.
Shall find but bloody safety, and untrue.
Tliia act, so evilly born, shall cool the hearts
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal

;

That none so small advantage shall step forth.
To check his reign, but they will cherish it

:

No natural exhalation in the sky.
No scape of nature, no distemper'd day.
No common ivind, no customed event.
But they will pluck away his natural cause.
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs.
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven.
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.
Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur's life.

But hold himself safe in his imprisonment.
Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach,

If that young Arthur be not gone already.
Even at that news he dies : and then the hearts
Of all his people shall revolt from him,
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change

;And pick strong matter of i-evolt, and wrath.
Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John.
Methinks, I see this hurly all on foot;
And, O, what better matter breeds for you.
Than I have nam'd 1—The bastard Faulconbridge
Is now in England, ransacking the church.
Offending charity : If hut a dozen French
Were there in arms, they would be as a call
To train ten thousand English to their side ;
Or, as a little snow, tumbled about.
Anon becomes a mountain. O uoble Dauphin,
.Go witli me to the king ; 'Tis wonderful
What may be wrought out of their discontent:
Now that their souls are topfull of offence.
For England go; I will whet on the king.

Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions:—let
go

;

U you say, ay, the king will not say, no.
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ACT IV. SCENE T.

Northampion. A room in the castle.

Enter HUBERT and two Attendants.

Hub. Heat me these h-ons hot; and.loolc ihon stand

Within the arras : when ! strike my foot

Upon the bosom of the f5round, rush forth :

And bind the boy, which you shall find with me.

Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch,

i Attend. I hope, your warrant will bear oat the

deed.
Hub. Uncleanly scruples !—Fear not you : look

to't.— \_Ea:eunt Attendants.

Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you.

Enter ARTHUR.
Arth. Good morrow, Hubert.

Hub. Good morrow, little pnnce.

Arth. As little prince (having so great a title

To he more prince,) as may be.—YoTiare sad.

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier.

/irch. Mercy on me I

Methinks, nobody should he sad but t :

Yet, t remember, when I was in France,

Young gentlemen would be as sad as night.

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom,

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep,

I should be as merry as the day is long :

And so I would be here, but that I doubt

My uncle practises more harm to me :

He is afraid of me, and 1 of him :

Is it my fault, that I was Gelfrey's son?

No, indeed, is't not ; And I would to heaven,

I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert.

Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate

He will awake my mercy, which lies dead :

Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. YAside.

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale to-day:

In sooth, I would you were a little iiick;

That I might sit all night, and watch with you:

I warrant I love you more than you do me.

Hub. His words do take possession of mybosom.—
Read here, young Arthur, {^Showing n paper.

How now, foolish rheum! [*4SMJ#.

Turning dispiteous torture out of door !

I must ba brief; lest resolution drop
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Out at mine eyes, hi tender womanish tears.

Can you not read it? is it not fair writ?
/4rlh. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect

:

Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes F

Hub. Young boy, I must.
^rth. And will you?
Huh. And I will.
^rlh. Have you the heart? When your head did

but ake,

X Icnit my handkerchief abont your brows,
(The best I had, a princess wrought it me,)
And I did never ask it you again :

And with my hand at midnight held your head^
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour.
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time;
Saying, What lack you ? and. Where lies your grief?
Or, What good love may I perform for you ?

Many a poor man's son would have lain still,

Aud ne'er have spoke a loving word to you
;

But you at your sick service had a prince.
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love.
And call it, cnnning

; Do, an if you will

:

If heaven be pleas'd, that you must use me ill.

Why, then you must.—Will you put out mine eyes !

These eyes, that never did, nor never shall.
So much as frown on you ?

Hub. I have sworn to do it;
And with hot irons must I burn them out.

Arth. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it

!

The iron of itself, though heat red-hot,
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears«
And quench his fiery indignation.
Even in the matter of mine innocence :

Nay, after that, consume away in rust.
But for containing fire to harm mine eye.
Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer'd iroa !

An if an angel should have come tQ me,
And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes,
I would not have believ'd no tongue, but Hubert's.
Hub. Come forth. \_Stanipt.

Re-enter Attendants, with cord, irom, ^-c.

Do as I bid you do.
Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me! my eyes

are out,
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men.
Hab. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here.
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^rth. Alas, what need you be so bolst'rous-rough !

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still.

For heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not be bound ! .

riay, hear me, Hubert I drive these men away.

And I will sit as quiet as a lamb

;

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,

Nor look upon the iron angerly :

Thrust but these meu away, and I'll forgive you.

Whatever torment you do put me to.

JIub. Go, stand within; let me alone with him.

1 attend. I am best pleas'd to be from such a deed.

{E:i€une attendants,

Arth. Alas ! I then have chid away my friend ;

He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart

Let him come back, that his compassion may
Give life to yours.

jjub. Come, boy, prepare yourselt.

Artk. Is there no remedy ?

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes,

ATth. O heaven !—that there were but a mote in

yours,
,

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'nng hair.

Any annoyance in that precious sense 1

Then, feeling what small things are boiat rous there,

Your \-ile intent must needs seem horrible.

Hub. Is this yourpromise t go to, hold your tongue.

Arch. Hubei-t, the utterance of a brace of tongues

Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes :

Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert I

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue,

So I may keep mine eyes ; O, spare miue eyes
;

Though to no use, but still to look ou you \

Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold,

And woul'd not hann me.
I can heat it, boy.

Artk. No, in good sooth ; tlie fire is dead with griel.

Being create for comfort, to be us'd

In undeserv'd extremes : See else yourself;

There is no malice in this burning coal

;

The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out.

And stvew'd repentant ashes on his head.

//u>. But witli my breath I can revive it, boy.

Arth. And if you do, you will but make it blusli,

And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubevt

:

Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes ;

And, like a dog, tliat is compell'd to fight,

Suatch at his master, thai dolh tarre kfin or.
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All things, that you should use to do rae wrong.
Deny their office : only you do lack
That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extends.
Creatures of note, for mercy-lacking uses.

Hub. Well, see to live; I will not touch thine eyes
For all the treasure, that thine uncle owes

:

Yet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy,
Witli this same very iron to Inirn them out.

Arth, 0, now you look like Hubert ! all this while
You were disguised.

Huh. Peace : no more. Adieu
;

Your uncle must not know but you are dead :

I'll fill these dogged spies with false reports.

And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure.

That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,
"Will not offend thee.

Arth, O heaven 1—I thank you, Hubert.
Hub. Silence; no more : Go closely in with me j

Much danger do I undergo for thee. \Exeunt,

SCENE II.

Ths same. A room of state in the palace.

Enter King JOHN, crowned; PEMBROKE. SA-
LISBURY, and other Lords. The King takes his

state.

K. John. Here once again we sit, once agaia
crown'd,

And look'd upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes.

Pent. This once again, but that your highness
pleas'd.

Was once superfluous : you were crown'd before.
And that hij;h royalty was ne'er pluck'd off;

The faiths of men ne er stained with revolt

;

Fi-esh expectation troubled not the land.
With any long'd-for change, or better state.

Sul. Therefore, to be possess'd with double pompj
To guard a title, that was rich before.

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily.

To throw a perfume on the violet.

To smooth the ice, or add another hue
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light

^
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish.

Is wasteful, and ridiculous excess.
Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be doae,

This act is as an ancient tale new-told

;

And, m the last repeating, troublesome.
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Being urged at a time unseasonable.
Sac. In this, the antique and ivell-noted face

Of plain old form is much disfigured :

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail.

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about

;

Startles and frights consideration
;

Makes sound opinion sink, and truth suspected.

For putting on so new a fashion'd robe.

Pern. When workmen strive to do better than well,

They do confound their sHll in covelousuess :

And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault.

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse
;

As patches, set upon a little lireach.

Discredit more in hiding of the fault.

Than did the fault before it was so patch'd.

Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown'd.
We breath'd our counsel : but it pleas*d your high-

ness
To overbear it ; and we are all well pleas'd ;

Since all and every part of what we would.
Doth make a stand at what your highness will.

K.Jokn. Some reasons of this double coronation
I have possess'd you with, and think them strong

;

And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear,)

I shall endue you with : Mean time, but ask

What you would have reform'd, that is not well

;

And well shall you perceive, how willingly

I will both hear and grant you your requests.

Pern. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these.

To sound the purposes of all their hearts,)

Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all.

Your safety, for the which myself and them
Bend their best studies,) heartily request

The enfranchisement of Arthur ; whose restraint

Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent

To break into this dangerous argument,—
If, what in rest you have, in right you hold.

Why then your feai-s, (which, as they say, attend

The steps of wrong,) should move you to mew up
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth
The rich advantage of good exercise ?

That the time's enemies may not have this

To grace occasions, let it be our suit,

That you have bid us ask his liberty

;

Which for our goods we do no further ask,

Thaii whereupon our weal, oa you depending.
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Counts it your weal, he have his liberty.

K. John. Let it be so ; I do commit his youth

Enter HUBERT.
,To your direction.—Hubert, what news with you ?

Pern. This is the man should do the bloody deed
;

He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine

:

The ima^e of a wicked heinous fault

Lives in his eye ; that close asuOct of his

Poes show the mood of a muen-troubled breast

;

And I do fearfully believe, 'tis done,
What we so fear'd he had a charge to do.

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go.

Between his purpose and his conscience.
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set

:

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break.
Pern. And, when it breaks, I fear, will issue thencB

The foul corruption of a sweet child's death.
A'. John. We cannot hold mortality's strong

hand :

—

Good lords, although my will to give is living.

The suit which you demand is gone and dead :

He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night.

, Sat. Indeed, we fear'd, his sickness was past
cure.

Pern. Indeed, we heard liow near his death ha
was.

Before the child himself felt he was sick:

This must be answer'd, either here, or hence.
K.John. Why do you bend such solemn brows

on me ?

Think you, I bear the shears of destiny?
Have I commajidment on the pulse of life ?

Sat, It is apparent foul-play ; and 'tis shame^
That greatness should so grossly offer it:

So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell.
Pem. Stay yet, lord Salisbury ; I'll go with thee.

And find the inheritance of this poor child.

His little kingdom of a forced grave.
That blood, which ow'd the breath of all this isle.

Three foot of it doth hold ; Bad world the while !

This must not be thus borne : this will break out
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt.

\Exeunt Lords.
K. John. They burn in indignation ; I repent

;

Thei-e is no sure foundation set on blood
;

No certain life achieved by others' death.
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Enter a Messenger.

A fearful eye thou hast ; AVhere is that blood,

That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ?

So foul a sky clears not without a storm :

Pour down thy weather :—How goes all in France ?

Mess. From France to England.—Never such a

power
I

For any foreign preparation.

Was levied in the body of a land !
|

The copy of your speed is leam'd by them ;

For, when you should be told they do prepare,

The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd.

K,J(}hn. O, where hath our intelligence been

drunk ?

"Where hath it slept T Where is my mother's care?

That such an army could be drawi in France,

And she not hear of it?

Mefs. My liege, her ear

Is stopp'd with dust ; the first of April, died

Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my lord.

The lady Constance in a frenzy died

Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue

I idly heard ; if true, or false, I know not.

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! ,

O, make a league mth me, till I have pleas'd '

My discontented peers '.—What ! mother dead ?

How wildly then walks my estate in France !

—

Under whose conduct came those powers of Frantv,

That thou for truth giv'st out, are landed here?

Mess. Under the Dauphin.

Enter the Bastard and PETER of POMFRET.
K.John. Tliou hast made me giddy

With these ill tidings.—Now, what says the world

To your proceedings X do not seek to stuff !

My head with more ill news, for it is full.

Bast. But, if you be afeard to hear the worst.

Then, let the worst, unheard, fall on your head.
|

A'. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amaz'd

Under the tide : but now I breathe again

Aloft the flood ; and can give audience

To any tongue, speak it of what it will.

Bitst. How I have sped among the clergymen.

The sums I have collected shall express.

But, as I travelled hither through the laud,

I find the people strangely fantasied ;
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Possess'd witli rumours, full of idle dreams
;

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear :

And here's a prophet, that I lu-ought with me
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found
With many hundreds treading on his heels;

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes.
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon,

"Your highness should deliver up your crown.
A'. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst

thou so ?

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so.

A'. John, Hubert, away with him
;
imprison him;

And ou that day at noon, whereon, he says,

I shall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd

:

Deliver him to safety, and return,

For I must use thee.—O my gentle cousin,

[K.t iC Hubert, with Peter.

Hear'st thou the ne%vs abroad, who are arriv'd i

Bast. The French, my lord j men's mouths are ,

full of it

:

Besides, I met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury,

(With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,)

And others more, going to seek the grave

Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill'd to-night

On your suggestion.
A". John. Gentle kinsman, go.

And thrust thyself into their companies :

1 have a way to win their loves again
;

Bring them before me.
Bast. I will seek them out.

K.John. Nay, but make haste; the better foot

before.

O, let me have no subject enemies.
When adverse foreigners B^right my towns
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion —
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels ;

And fly, like thought, from them to me a^n.
BiiSt, The spirit of the time shall teach me speed,

K. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentle-

man.—
Go after him ; for he, perhaps, shall need
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers

;

And be thou he.

Mess. With all my heart, my liege.

{Exit.

K. John. My mother dead !
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Re-enter HUBERT.
Huh. My lord, they say, five moons were seen

to-night .-

Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about
The other four, in wond'rous motion.
K. John. Five moons ?

Hub. Old men, and beldams, in

the streets

Do prophesy upon it dangerously :

Young Arthur's doath is common in their mouths :

And when they talk of him, they shake their heads.
And whispei' one another in the ear;
And he; that speaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrist

;

Whilst he, that hears, makes feai-ful action
"With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes.
I aaw a smith stand with his hammer, thus,
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool.

With open mouih swallowing a tailor's news
;

Who, with his shears and measure in his hand.
Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste
Had falsely thrust upon contrEiry feet,)

Told of a many thousand warlike French,
That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent

:

Another lean unwash'd artificer

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death.
K.John. Why seek'st thou to possess me with

these fears ?

Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death ?

Thy hand hath murder'd him : 1 had mighty cause
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him.
Hub. Had none, my lord! why, did you not

provoke me X

K.John. It is the cnrse of kings, to be attended
By slaves, that take their humours for a warrant
To break within the bloody house of life :

And, on the winking of authority.
To understand a law; to know the meaning
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it froims
More upon humour than advis'd respect.
Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what I did.
AT. John. O, when the last account 'twixt heaven

and earth
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal
Witness against us to damnation !

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds.
Makes deeds ill done ! Hadst thou not been by>
A fellow by the hand of nature Tnark*d>
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Quoted, and sigii'd to do a deed of shame,
1 his murder had not come into my mind ;

But, talcing note of thy abhorr'd aspect.

Finding thee fit for bloody villany.

Apt, liable, to be employ'd in danger,

I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death
;

And thou, to be endeared to a king.

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince.

Hub. My lord,

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made
a pause.

When I spake darkly what I pui-posed ;

Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face.

As bid me tell my tale in express woi-ds ;

Deep shame had struckme dumb,"made me break off.

And those thy fearsmight have wrought fears inme :

But thou didst understand me by my signs.

And didst in sipis again parley with sin
;

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent.
And, consequently, thy rude hand to act

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to

name,

—

Out of my sight, and never see me more I

My nobles leave me; and my state is brav'd,
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers :

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land,
Tliis kingdom, this confine of lilood and breath.

Hostility and civil tumult reigns

Between my conscience, and my cousin's death.

Hub. Arm you against your other enemies,

I'll make a peace between your soul and you.
Young Arthur is alive : This hand of mine
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand.
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood.
Within this bosom never enter'd yet

The dreadful motion of a mnrd'rous thought.

And you have slander'd nature in my form ;

"Which, howsoever rude exteriorly.

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind
Than to be butcher of an innocent child,

K. John, Doth Arthur live ? O, haste thee to th*

peers,

Throw this report on their incensed rage,

And make them tame to their obedience '.

Forgive the comment, that my passion made
TJpon thy feature ; for my rage was blind.

And foul imaginary eyes of blood
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Presented thee more hideous than thou art.

O, answer not; but to my closet bring
The angry lords, with all expedient haste

:

I conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast.

SCENE HI.

7'he same. Before the castle.

Enter ARTHUR on the trails.

Arth. The wall is high; and yet will I leap
down :

—

Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not!—
There's few, or none, do know me ; if they did,
This ship-boy's semblance hath disguis'dme quite.

I am afraid ; and yei I'll venture it.

If I gel down, and do not break my limbs,
I'll find a thousand shifts to ^jet away:
As good to die, and go, as die, and stay.

[Leaps down.
O me ! my uncle's spirit is in these stones :

—
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my hones !

[Dies.

fnfer PEMBROKE, SALISBURY, nnrf BIGOT.
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmund's-

Bury

;

It is our safety, and we must embrace
This gentle offer of the perilous time.

Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ?

Sal. The count Slelun, a noble lord of France
;

Whose private with me, of the Dauphin's love.

Is much more general than these lines import-
Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him then.
Sat. Or, rather then set forward : for 'twill be

Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. Once more to-day well met> distemper'd
lords !

The k-ing, by me, requests your presence straight.

Sal. The king hath dispossess'd himself of us ;We will not line his thin bestained cloak
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot,

That leaves the print of blood, where-e'er it walks

:

Return, and tell him so ; we know the worst.
Bast. Whate'er you think, good words, I think,

were best.
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Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now.
Bast. But there is little reason in your grief;

Therefore, 'twere reason you had manners now.

Pern. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege.

Bast. 'Tis true ; to hurt his master, no man else.

Sal. This is the prison : What is he lies here ?

{^Seeing^ Arthur.

Pan. O death, made proud with pure and princely-

beauty !

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed.

Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done.

Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge.

Big' Or, when he doom'd this beauty to a grave.

Found it too precious-princely for a grave.
'

Sat. Sir Richard, what think you? Have yott

beheld.

Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think ?

O7 do you almost think, although you see.

That you do see ? could thought, without this object.

Form such another? This is the very top.

The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest,

'Of murder's arms : this is the bloodiest shame.

The wildest savag'ry, the vilest stroke.

That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or staring rage.

Presented to the tears of soft remorse.

Petn. All murders past do stand excus'd in this.:

And this, so sole, and so unmatcbable.

Shall give a holiness, a purity.

To the yet-unbegotten sin of time
;

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest^

Exampled by this heinous spectacle.

Bast. It is a damned said a bloody work;
The graceless action of a he.^vy hand.

If that it be the work of any hand.

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ?

—

We had a kind of light, what would ensue :

It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand
;

The practice, and the purpose, of the king:—
From whose obedience I forbid my soul.

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life.

And breathing to his breathless excellence

The incense of a vow, a holy vow

;

Never to taste the pleasures of the world.

Never to be infected with delight.

Nor conversant with ease and idleness.

Till I have set a glory to this hand.

By giving it the worship of rev&nge-
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Pern. Big. Our souls religiously confirm thy
words.

Enter HUBERT.
Hub. Lords, T am hot with haste in seeltingyou.

Arthur doth live; the king hath sent for you.
Sal. O, he is bold, and blushes not at death :

Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone

!

Hub. I am no villain.

Sal, Must I rob the law?
\_Drawing his sword.

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir
;
put it up again.

Sal. Not till I sheath it in a murderer's skin.
Hui. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back,

I say
;

By heaven, f think, my sword's as sharp as yours

:

I would not have you, lord, forget yourself.
Nor terapt the danger of my true defence

;

Lest I, by mark-ing of your rage, forget
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility.
Big. Out, dunghill

! dar'sl thou brave a nobleman?
Hub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend

My innocent life against an emperor.
Sal. Thou art a murderer.
Hub. Do not prove me so;

Yet, I am none: Whose tongue soe'er speaks false.
Not truly speaks; who speaks not truly, lies.
Pern. Cut him to pieces.
^ost. Keep the peace, I say.
Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge.
Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury:

If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot,
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame,
I'll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime

;Or I'll so maul you and your toasting-iron.
That you shall think the devil is come from hell.
Big

. What wilt thou do,renowned Faulconbridge?
Second a villain, and a murderer?
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none.
^'g- Who kiird this prince?
Hub. 'Tis not an hour, since 1 left him well

:

I honour'd him, I lov'd him ; and will weep
My date of life out, for his sweet life's loss.

Trust not those cunning waters of his eye&!
For villany is not without such rheum ;

And he, long traded in it, makes it seem
Like rivers of remorse and ianoceoey.
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Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house;
For I am stifled ivilh this smell of sin.

Jiig. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin there !

Pern. There, tell the king, he may inquire us out.
[Exeunt Lords.

Bast. Here's a good world !—Knew you of this
fair work 7

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death.
Art thou damn'd> Hubert.

ffud. Oo but hear me, sir.

Has!. Ha! I'll tell thee what;
Thou art damn'd as black—nay, nothing is so black

;

Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer

:

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell

As thou shall be, if thou didst kill this child.
Hub. Upon my soul,

—

Bast. If thou did'st but consent
To this most cruel act, do but despair,
And, if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread.
That ever spider twisted from her womb.
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be
A beam to hang thee on ; or, would'st thou drown

thyself.

Put but a little water in a spoon.
And it shall be as all the ocean.
Enough to stifle such a villain up.
1 do suspect thee very grievously.

ffub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath.
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay.
Let hell want pains enough to torture me !

I left him well.

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms.—
I am amaz'd, methinks ; and lose my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.—
How easy dost thou take all England upl
From forth this morsel of dead royally.
The life, the right, the truili of all this realm
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left

To tug and scamble, and to part by the teeth
The unowed interest of proud-swelling state.

Now, for the bare-pick'a bone of maiesty.
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest.

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace :

Now powers from home, and discontents at home.
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Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits

(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,)

'I'he imminent decay of wrested pomp.
Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture can
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child.

And follow me with speed ; I'll to the king :

A thousand businesses are brief in hand,

And heaven itself Aoxh frown upon ilie land.

ACT V. SCENE I.

The same. A room in the palace.

UnUr King JOHN, PAN DULPH with the crosvn,

and Attendants.

K. John. Thus have I yielded up ipto your hand
The circle of my glory.

Pand. Take again
[^Giving John the crown.

From this my hand, as holding of the pope.

Your -sovereign greatness and authority.

K. John. Now keep youv holy word: go meet
the French

;

And fram his holiness use all youv power
To stop their marches, 'tore we are jnflam'd.

Our discon^nted counties do revolt;

Our people'quarrel with obedience;

Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul.

To stranger blood, to foreign royalty.

'ITiis inundation of mistemper'd humour
Rests by you only to be qualified. •jj

Then pause not ; for the present time's so siek, «
That present medicine must be minister'd, '

'

Or overthrow incurable ensues.

Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempest up,

Upon your stubborn usage of the pope :

But, since you are a gentle convertite, -

My tongue shall hush again this storm of war,
|

And make fair weather in your blustering land. '

On this Ascension-day, remember well,

Upon your oath of service to the pope,

Go I to make the French lay down their arms.
{Exit,

K. John. Is this Ascension-day? Did not th»

prophet
Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon.

My crown I should giv* off f Even so 1 have

;
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I did suppose, it should be on constraint

;

But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. All Kent hath yielded
j
nothing there holds

out,

But Dover castle ; London hath received,

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers t

Your nobles will not liear you. but are gone
To offer service to your enemy

;

And wild amazement liurries up and down '/(

The little number of your doubtful friends.

A'. John. Would not my lords return to me again.
After they heard young Arthur was alive ?

Jlasi. They found him dead, and cast into the
streets

;

An empty casket, where the jewel of life

By some damn'd hand was robbed and ta'en away.
K. John. That villain Hubert told me, he did live,

Btcst. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he kniew.
But wherefore do you droop? why look you sad!
Be great in act, as you have been in thought;
Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust.

Govern the motion of a kingly eye :

Be stirring as the time ; be hre with fire
;

Threaten the threat'ner, and outface the brow
Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes.

That borrow their behaviours from the great.

Grow great by your example, and put on
'Ihe dauntless spirit of resolution.

Away ; and glister like the god of war.
When he intendeth to become the field ;

Show boldness, and aspiring confidence.

What, shall they seek the lion in his den.
And fright him there ? and make him tremble thera ?

O, let it not be said!—Forage, and run
To meet displeasure further from the doors;

And grapple with him, ere he come so nigh.

A'. John . The legate of the pope hath been with me.
And I have made a happy peace with him;
And he hath promis'd to dismiss the powers.
Led by the Dauphin.

Bast. O inglorious league !

Shall we, upon the footing of our land.

Send fair-play orders, and make compromise,
Tneinuation, parley, and base truce

To arms inTasive ? shall a be&rdiess boy,
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A coclcer'd silken wanton brave our fields.

And flesh his spirit in a warlilte soil.

Mocking the air with colours idly spread,

And find no check ? let us, my liege, to arms :

Verchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace ;

Or if he do, let it at least be said,

They saw we had a purpose of defence.

K. John. Have thou the ordering of this present

time.
Bast. Away then, with good courage

;
yet, T know,

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. {^Exeunt.

SCENE II.

A plain, near St. Edmund's-Burt/.

En(er,inarms,luEW\S, SALISBURY, MELUN,
PEMBROKE, BIGOT, and Soldiers.

Lew. Aly lord Melun, let this be copied out,

And keep it sa/e for our remembrance :

Return the precedent to these lords again :

That, having our fair order written down,
Both they, and we, perusing o'er these notes.

May know wherefore we took the sacrament.
Ana keep our faiths fii-m and inviolable.

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken.

And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear
A voluntary zeal, and unurg'd faith,

To your proceedings
;

yet, believe me, prince,

I am not glad, that such a sore of time
Should seek a plaster by contemn'd revolt.

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound
By making many : O, it grieves my soul.

That I must draw this metal from my side

To be a widow-maker
;
O, and there,

Where honourable rescue, and defence.

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury :

But such is the infection of the time,

That, for the health and physick of our right.

We cannot deal but with the very hand
Of stern injustice and confused wrong.

—

And is'c not pity, O my grieved friends

!

That we, the sons and children of this isle.

Were born to see so sad an hour as this;

Wlierein we step after a stranger march
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up
Her enemies' ranks, (I must withdraw and. weep
<JpoD the spot of this euforced cause^)
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To grace the gentry of a land remote.
And follow unacquainted colours here ?

WTiat, here ?—O nation, that thou could'st remove (

TJiat Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about,
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyselfAnd t,Tappla thee unto a pagan shore ;

*

Where these two Christian armies might combine
1 he blood ot malice in a vein of league
And not to spend it so unneighbourly !

'

Lew. A noble temper dost thou show in this •

And f;reat affections, wrestling in thy bosom.
Do make an earthquake of nobility,
O, what a noble combat hast thou fought,
Between compulsion and a brave respect i

Let me wipe off this honourable dew.
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks :My heart hath melted at a lady's tears.
Being an ordinary inundation

;

But this effusion of such manly drops.
This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul.
Startles mme eyes, and makes me more amaz'd
rhan had \ seen the vaulty top of heaven
Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors.
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,
And with a great heart heave away this storm :

Commend these waters to those baby eyes.
That never saw the giant world enrag'd

;

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts.
Pull warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping.
Come, come ; for thou shalt thrust ihvhaud as deep
Into the purse of rich prosperity.
As Lewis himself so, nobles, shall you all.
That knit your sinews to the strength of mine.

Enter PANDULPH, attended.

And even there, methinks, an angel spake :

Look, where the holy legate comes apace.
To give us warrant fiom the hand of Leaven

;

And on our actions set the name of right.
With holy breath.
Pand. Hail, noble prince of France !

The next is this,—king John hath reconcil'd
Himself to Rome : his spirit is come in.
That so stood out against the holy church.
The great metropolis and see of Rome :

Therefore thy threat'ning colours now wind upiAnd tame the savage spirit of wild war;
79
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That, like a lion fostei'd up at hand.
It may lie gently at the foot of peace.
And be no further harmful than in show.
Lew. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not back;

I am too high-horn to be propertied,

To be a secondary at control,

Or useful serving-man, and instrument.
To any sovereign state throughout the world.
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars
Between this chkstis'd kingdom and myself.

And brought in matter, that should feed this fire;

And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out
With that same weak wind, which enkindled it.

You taught me how to know the face of right,

Arquainted me with interest to this land,
Yea, thrust this enterprize into my heart

;

And come you now to tell me, John hath made
His peace with Rome? What is that peace to me ?

I, by the honour of my marriage-bed,
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ;

And, now it is half-conquer'd, must I back.
Because that John hath made his peace with Home ?

Am I Rome's slave f What penny hath Rome borne.
What men provided, what munition sent.

To underprop this action ? is't not I,

That undergo this charge? who else but I,

And such as to my claim are liable.

Sweat in this business, and maintain this war?
Have I not heard these islanders shout oiit,

five le roy ! as I have bank'd their towns i

Have I not here the best cards for the game.
To win this easy match, play'd for a crown i

And shall I now give o'er the yielded set f

No, on my soul, it never shall be said.

Pand. You look but on the outside of this work.
Ltic. Outside or inside, I will not return.

Till my attempt so much be glorified

As to niy ample liope was promised.
Before I drew this gallant head of war.
And cull'd these fiery spirits from the world.
To outlook conquest, and to win renown
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.

—

[ Trumpet xounda*
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon usT

Enter the Bastard, attended.

Bast. According to the fair play of the world^
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Let ine hare audience ; I am sent to 3peeik :

My holy Lord of Milan, from tlie king
I come, to learn how you ha%*e dealt for him

;

And, as you answer, 1 do know the ^cope
And warrant limited unto my tongue.
Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite.

And will not temporize with my entreaties
;

He flatly says, he'll not lay down his arras.

Bast. By all the blood, that ever fury hreath'd.
The youth says well :—Now hear out English Idng ;

For thus his royalty doth speak in me.
He is prepar'd ; and reason too, he should :

This apish and unmannerly approach.
This hamess'd masque, and unadvised revel.
This unhair'd sauciness, and boyish troops.
The king doth smile at ; and is well prepar*d
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms>
From out the circle of his territories,

'i'hat hand, which had the strength, even at your
door,

To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch

;

*Io dive, like buckets, in concealed wells;
To crouch in litter of your stable planks

;

To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and trunks
;

To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out
'In vaults and prisons ; and to thrill, and shake.
Even at the crying of your nation's crow.
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ;

—
Shall that victorious hand be feebled Here,

That in your chambers ^ave you chastisement?
No : Know, the gallant monarch is in arms ;

And like an eagle o'er his aiery towers.
To souse annoyance, that comes near his nest.

—

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts.

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame :

For your own ladies, ana pale-visag'd maids,
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums :

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change.
Their neelds to lances, and their gentle hearts
To fierce and bloody inclination.

Le^o. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in

peace
;We gianf, thou canst outscold us: fare thee well

;

We hold our time too precious to be spent
With such a brabbler.

J^tmd. Give me leave to speaks
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Bast. No, I will spealc.

Lew. We will attend to neither:—
Strike up the drums ; aiid let the tongue of war
Plead for our interest, and our being here.

ifasi,Indeed,yourdrums,being beaten,will cry out;

And so shall you, being beaten : Do but start

An echo with the clamour of thy drum.
And even at hand a drum is ready hrac'd.

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine

;

Sound hut another, and another shall.

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear,

And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder : for at hand
(Not trusting to this halting legate here,

Whom he hath us'd rather for sport than need,)

Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits

A bare-ribb'd death, whose office is this day
To feast upon whole thousands of the French,
Lew. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out.

Bast. And thovi shalt find it. Dauphin, do not

doubt. [^Exeunt.

SCENE III.

The same. AJittd of battle.

Alarums. Enter King JOHN and HUBERT.
K. John. How goes the day with us ? O, tell me,

Hubert.
Badly, I fear: How fares your majesty?

A'. John. This fever, that hath troubled me so long.

Lies heavT' on me; O, my heart is sick

!

Enter a Messeneer.

Afess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faulcon-
bridge.

Desires your majesty to leave the field
;

And send him word by me, which way you go.

K.John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to tha

abbey there.

Mess. Be of good comfort; for the great supply,

That was expected by the Dauphin here.

Are wreck'd three nights as^o on Goodwin sands.

This news was brought to Richard but even now :

The French fight coldly, and retire themselves.

A'. John. Ah me ! this tyranl fever burns me up.

And will not let me welcome this good news.

—

Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight

;

WCiflkBess possesseih me, and I am faint. \^Ea'eunt,
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SCENE IV.

The same. Another pari of the same.

Enter SALISBURY, PEMBROKE, BIGOT,
and others.

Sal. I did not think the king so stor'd with friends.
Pern. Up once again

; put spirit in the French

;

If they miscarry, we miscarry too.

Sal. That misbecotten devil, Fatilconbridge,
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day.
Pern. They say, king John, sore sick, hath left tha

field.

Enter MELUN wounded, and led by soldiers.

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here.
Sal. When we were happy, we had other names.
Pern. It is the count Alelun.
Sal. Wounded to death.
Mel. Fly, noble English, you are bought and sold;

Uuthread the rude eye of rebellion.
And welcome home again discarded faith.
Seek out king John, and fall before his feet

:

For, if the French be lords of this loud day,
He means to recompense the nains you take,
By cutting off your heads : Thus hath he sworn.
And I with him, and many more with me.
Upon the altar at Saint Edmund's- Bury ;

Even on that altar, where we swore to you
Dear amity and everlasting love.

Sal. May this be possible ? may this be tn;e ?

Mel. Have I not hideous death within my view.
Retaining but a quantity of life

;

Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax
Resolveth from his figure 'gainst the fire ?

What in the world should make me now deceive.
Since I must lose the use of all deceit?
Why should I then be false ; since it is true,
That I must die here, and live hence by truth?
1 say again, if Lewis do win the day.
Hp is forsworn, if e'er those eyes of yours
Behold another day break in the east

:

But even this night,—whose black contagious breatK
Already smokes about the burning crest
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun,

—

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire

;

Fiiying the fine of rated treachery.
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Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives.

If Lewis by your assistance win the day.
Commend me fo one Hubert, with your king

;

The love of him,—and this respect besides.
For that my grandsire was an Englishman,—
Awakes my conscience to confess all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence
From forth the noise and rumour of the field ;

"Where 1 may think the remnant of my thoughts
In peace, and part this body and my soul
With contemplation and devout desires.

Sai, AVe do believe thee,—and beshrew my soul
But I do love the favour and the form
Of this most fair occasion, by the which
We will untread the steps of damned flight

;

And, like a bated and retired flood.

Leaving our rankness and irregular course.

Stoop low within those bounds we have o'erlook'd.

And calmly run on in obedience.
Even to our ocean, to our great king Joiin.

My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence;
For I do see the cruel pangs of death
Right in thine eye.—Away, my friends ! New flight

;

And happy newness, that intends old right,

{Ejt eurtt, leading off Mtlu.n.

SCENE V.

Tht same. The French camp.

Enter LEWIS and his train.

Lew. The sun of heaven, methought, was loath
to set;

But stay'd, and made the western welkin blush,
When the English measur'd backward their own

ground.
In faint retire : O, bravely came we off.

When with a volley of our needless shot.
After such bloody toil, we bid good night

;

And wound our tatter*d colours clearly up.
Last in the field, and almost lords of it

!

Enter a Messenger

>

Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin?
Lew. Here :—What news X

A/ess. The count Melun is slain ; the English lords.
By his persuasion, are again fallen off:

And your supply, which you have wish'd so long.



Sc. 6. KING JOFJN. 17J

Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands.
Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news !—Beshrew thy

very heart

!

I did not think to be so sad to-night.
As this hath made me.—Who was he, that said.
King John did fly, an hour or two before
The stumbling night did part our weary powers ?
Mas. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord.
Z.CW. Well

; keep good quarter, and good care
to-night

;

TJie day shall not be up so soon as I,
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. \_Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

An open place in the neighbourhood of SwinUead'
Abbey.

Enter the Bastard and HUBERT, meeting.

.Sub. Who's there ? speak, ho ! speak quickly, or
I ahoot.

Ifnst. A friend What art thou ?

x,.^. . , P^'"' England.
Bast. Whither dost thou go ?

Hub. What's that to thee? Why may not I
demand

Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine?
Bast. Hubert, I think.
^«*- Thou hast a perfect thought

:

I will, upon all hazards, well believe
Thou art my friend, that know'st my tontnie so well •

Who art thou?
^

Bast. Who thou wilt : an if thou please.
Thou may'st befriend me so much, as to think
1 come one way of the Plantagenets.
Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyeless

night,

Have done me shams :—Brave soldier, pardon me.
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue.
Should *scape the true acquaintance of mine ear.

Bast. Come, come ; sans compliment, what new.s
abroad ?

Hub. Why, here walk I,in the black brow ofnight.
To find you out.

Bast Brief, then ; and what's the news ?
Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night.

Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible.
Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill news

;
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I am no woman, I*U not swoon at it.

Mub. The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk:

I left him almost speechless, and broke out

To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might

The better arm you to the sudden time.

Than if you had at leisure known of this.

Bast. How did he take it? who did taste to himf

Hub. A monk, I tell you; a resolved villain.

Whose bowels suddenly burst out: the king

Yet speaks, and, peradventuve, may recover.

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty .

Hub. Why, know you not ? the lords are all come

back,

And brought prince Henry in their company ;

At whose request the king hath pardon d them.

And they are all about his majesty.

Bust. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven,

And tempt us not to bear above our power !—

—

I'll tell thee, H ubert, half my power this night,

Passing these flats, are taken by the tide.

These Lincoln washes have devour'd them ;

Myself, well -mounted, hardly have escap d.

Away, before ! conduct me to the king
;

I doubt, he will be dead, or ere I come. \_Exeunt,

SCENE Yir.
I

The orchard of Stninstead-Jbbey.

Enter Prinre HENRY, SALISBURY, and
BIGOT.

P. Hen. It is too late ; the life of all his blood

Is touch'd corruptibly; and his pure brain

tWhich some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-

house,)

Doth, by the idle comments, that it makes.

Foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter PEMBROKE.
Pern. His highness yet doth speak; and hoHii

belief,

That, being brought into the open air.

It would allay the burning quality
_

Of that fell poison which assaileth him.

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchaM

Doth hrsUn rage? C^^-^'** ^'S*^^'

Psm, He is more patient
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Than when you left him
; even now he sung.

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness ! fierce extremes,
III their continuance, will not feel themselves.
Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts.
Leaves them insensible ; and his siege is now
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds
With many legions of strange fantasies;
Which, in their throng and press to that last hold.
Confound themselves. 'Tis strange, that death

should sing.

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan,
Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death

;

And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings
His soul and body to their lasting rest.

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are bom
To set a form upon that indigest.
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude.

Re-enter BIGOT and Attendants, who bring m
King JOHN in a chair.

A'.t/oAn. Ay,marry,now my soul hath elbow-room;
It would not out at windows, nor at doors.
There is so hot a summer in my bosom.
That all my bowels crumble up to dust :

1 am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen
Upon a parchment ; and against this fire

Do I shrink up.
P. Hen. How fares your majesty?
A". John. Poison'd,—ill-fare ;—dead, forsook, cast

ofl":

And none of you will bid the winter come.
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw

;

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course
Through my burn'd bosom ; nor entreat the north
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips.

And comfort me with cold :— I do not ask you much,
I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait.

And so ingrateful, you deny me that.
P. Hen, O, that there were some virtue in my tears.

That might relieve you !

K. Joht. The salt in them is hot.

—

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison
Is, as a fiend, confiu'd to tyrannize
On unreprievable condemned blood.

Enter the Bustard.

Bast. 0, I am scalded with my violent motiott*
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And spleen of speed to see your majesty.
^

AT. John. O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye:

The tackle of my heart is crack'd and bum'd ;

And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should su).

Are turned to one thread, one little hair :

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by.

Which holds but till thy news he uttered ;

And then all this thou see'st, is but a clod.

And module of confounded royalty.

Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward ;

Where, heaven he Icnows.how we shall answer him :

For, in a night, the best part of my power,

As I upon advantage did remove,

Were in the washes, all unwarily.

Devoured by the unexpected good. [r*e King dta.

Sal. You breathe these dead news m as dead an

ear.— . ,

My liege ! my lord !—But now a Ving,—now thul.

P Hen. Even so must I run on, and even so stop.

What surety of the world, what hope, what stay,

When this was now a king, and now is clay !

Bast. Art thou gone so f I do but stay behind.

To do the office for thee of revenge,

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven.

As it on earth hath been thy servant stiU.—

—

Now,now,you stars, that move in your right spheres,

Where be your powers ! Show now your mended

faiths ;

And instantly return with me again.

To push destruction, and perpetual shame,

Out of the weak door of our fainting land !

Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be songhti

The Dauphin rages at our very heels.

Sal. It seems, you know not then so much as we:

The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest,

Who half an hour shice came from the Uauptiin,

And brings from him such offers of our peace

As we with honour and respect may take.

With purpose presently to leave this war.

Bast. He will the rather do it, when he sees

Ourselves well sinewed to our defence.

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ;

For many carriages he hath dispotch'd

To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel

To the disposing of the cardinal

:

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords.

If you think meet, this afternoon will post
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To c6nsummate this business Iiappily.

Bast. Let it be so:—And you, my noble prince.
With other priDces that may best be spar'd.^
Shall wait upon your father's funeral.
P. Men. At Worcester must his body be iaterr'd J

For so he will'd it.

Bast. Thither shall it then.
And happily may your sweet self put on
The lineal state and glory of the land !

To whom, with all submission, on my knee,
I do bequeath my faithful services
And true subjection everlastingly.

Sai. And the like tender of our love we make.
To rest without a spot for evermore.

P. Hen. 1 have a kind soul, that would give you
thanks.

And knows not how to do it, but with tears.
Base. Oh, let us pay the time but needful woe.

Since it hath, been beforehand with our griefs.
This England never did, nor never shall.
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror.
But when it first did help to wound itself.

Now these her princes are come home again.
Come the three coiners of the world in arms.
And we shall shock them : nouglit shall make us rue.
If England to itself do rest but true. lEi'eunt.
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KING RICHARD II,

ACT I. SCENE I.

London. A room in the palace.

Enter King RICHARD, attended: JOHN of
GAUNT, and other nobles, with kirn.

A*. Hich- Old John of Gaunt, time-honour'd Lan-
caster,

Hast thou, according to thy oath and band,
Brought hither Hejiry Hereford thy bold son

;

Here to make good the boisterous late appeal,
Which then our leisure would not let us hear,
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ?

Gnunt. I have, my liege.
K. Rich. Tell me moreover, hast thou sounded

him.
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice

;

Or worthily, as a good subject should.
On some known ground of treachery in him?

Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that ar-
gument,

—

On some apparent danger seen in him,
Aim'd at your highness, no inveterate malice.
h . Rich. Then call them to our presence j face to

face.

And fi-owning brow to brow, ourselves will hear
The accuser, and the accused, freely speak

:

\^F.veiint some Attendants.
High-stomach 'd are they both, and full of ire.
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.

Re-enter Attendants, with BOLINGBROKE
and NORFOLK.

Baling. May many years of happy days befal
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege !

Nor. Each day still belter other's happiness

;
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Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap.
Add an iminoi-tal title to your crown !

A'. Rich. We thank you both; yet one but flatters 113,

As well appeareth by the cause you come

;

Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.—
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object
Against the duke of Norfolk^ Thomas Mowbray?

Bolifig. First, (heaven he the record to my speech!)
la the devotion of a subject's love.

Tendering the precious safety of my prince.

And free from other misbegotten hate.

Come I appellant to this princely presence.

—

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee.

And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak.
My body shall make good upon this earth,

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven.
Thou art a traitor, and a miscreant

;

Too good to be so, and too bad to live
;

Since, the more fair and crystal is the sky,

The uglier seem the clouds, that in it fly.

Once more, the more to aggravate the note.

With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat

;

And wish, (so please my sovereign,) ere I move.
What my toiifiue speaks, my right-drawn sword

may prove.

Nor. Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal

:

'Tis not the trial of a woman's war,
The bitter clamour of two eager tougues.

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain :

The blood is hot, that must be cool'd for this^

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast.

As to be hush'd, and nought at all to say

:

First, the fair reverence of your liighness curbs me
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech.

Which else would post, until it had return'd

These tenns of treason doubled down his throat.

Setting. aside his high blood's royalty.

And let him be no kinsman to my liege,

1 do defy him, and I spit at him

;

Call him—a slanderous coward, and a villaia :

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds ;

And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps,

Or any other ground inhabitable.

Where ever Englishman dare set his foot.

Mean time, let this defend my loyalty,
_

By all my hopes, most falsely does he lis.
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B&ling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw
"ly gage.

Disclaiming here the kindred of the king
;And lay aside my high blood's royaltj-,

AVhich fear, not reverence, makes thee to except :

If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength.
As to take up mine honour's pau-n, then stoop •

By that, and all the rites of knighthood else.
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm,
What I have spoke, or thou canst worst devise

A'or. I take it up; and. by that sword I swear.
Which gentlT lay'd my knighthood onmyshoulder.
1 11 answer thee in any fair decree.
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial

:

And, when I mount, alive may I not light,
If I be traitor, or unjustly fight

!

K.Rick. AVhat doth our cousin lay to Mow-
bray's charge ?

It must be great, that can inherit us
So much as of a thought of ill in him.

Baling. Look, what I speak, my life shall prove
it true ;

—

That iMowbray hath receiv'd eight thousand nobles.
In name of lendings for your highness' soldiers

;

I he which he hath detain'd for lewd employments.
Like a false traitor, and injurious villain.
Besides I say, and will in "battle prove,

—

Or, here, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge.
That ever was survey'd by English eye,

—

That all the treasons, for these eighteen years
Complotted and contrived in this land.
Fetch from falseMowbi ay their first head and sprinc
Further I say,—and further will maintain
Upon his bad life, to make all this good,—
That he did plot the duke of Gloster's death

;

Suggest his soon believing adversaries
;

And, consequently, like a traitor coward,
Sluic'd out his innocent soul through streams of

blood :

Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries.
Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth,
To me for justice and rough chastisement

;

And, by the glorious birth of my descent.
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent.
A

.
Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars !

—

Thomas of Norfolk, what say'st thou to this?
A'or

, 0, let my sovereign tura away his fe.c«*
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And bid his ears a little while he deaf.

Till 1 have told this slander of his blood.

How God, and good men, hate so foul a liar.

K.Rick. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes, and,

ears

:

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir,

<As he is but my father's brother's son,)

Now by my Kceptre's awe I make a vow,
Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood

Should nothing pviWlege hint, nor partialize

The unstooping firmness of my upright soul

;

He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou
;

Free speech, and fearless, 1 to thee allow.

Nor. Tlieii, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart.

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou lieat

!

Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais,

Disbursed I duly to his highness' soldiers:

The other part reserv'd I by consent

;

Foi- that my sovereign liege was in my debt.

Upon remainder of a dear account.

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen :

Now swallow down that lie. For Gloster ;>

death,

1 slew him not; but to my own disgrace,.

Neglected my sworn duty in that case,

—

For you, my noble lord of Lancaster,

The honourable father to my foe.

Once did I lay in ambush for your life,

A trespass, that doth vex my grieved soul

:

But, ere I last received the sacrament,

I did confess it ; and exactly begg'd

Your grace's pardon, and, 1 hope, I had it.

This is my fault : As for the rest appealed,.

, It issues from the rancour of a villain,

A recreant and most degenerate traitor :

Which in myself I boldly will defend ;

And interchangeably hurl down my gage

Upon this "overweening traitor's foot.

To prove myself a loyal gentleman

Even in the best blood, chamber'd in his bosom r

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray

Your highness to assign our Trial day.

A'./ifcA.Wrath-kindled f;entlemen,be rul'd byme>
Let's purge this choler without letting blood

:

This we prescribe, though no physician

;

Deep malice makes too deep incision :

Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agseed f
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Our doctors say, this is no time to bleed.

—

Good uncle, let this end where it begun

;

We'll calm the duke of Norfolk, you your son.
Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my

age
Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk's gage.
K. Rick. And, Norfolk, throw down his.
Gaunt. When, Hairy? when?

Obedience bids, I should not bid again.
A'. Rick. Norfolk, throw down ; we bid ; there is

no boot.

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot

:

My life thou shalt command, but not my shame

:

The one my duty owes ; but my fair name,
(Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,)
To dark dishonour's use ihou shalt not have.
I am disgracM, impeach'd, and baffled here ,-

Pierc'd to the soul with slander's venom'd spear

;

The which no balm can cure, but his heart-mood.
Which breath'd this poison.
K. Rich.^ Rage must be withstood :

_Give me his gage :—Lions make leopards tame.
Nor. Yea, but not change their spots : take but

my shame.
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord.
The purest treasure mortal times afford,
Is—spotless reputation ; that away.
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay.
A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest
Is—a bold spirit in a loyal breast.
Mine honour is my life ; both grow io one

j
Take honour from me, and my life is done :

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try
;

In that I live, and for that will I die.
A. Rich, Cousin, throw down your gage ; do you

begin.
Boltng. O, God defend my soul from such foul sin 1

Shall I stem crest-fallen in my father's sight?
Or with pale beggar fear impeach my height
Before this outdar'd dastard ? Ere my tongue
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong.
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear
The slavish motive of recanting fear

;

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace.
Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's

face. [Exit Gaunt.
K.Rich. We were not born to suc,but to command:
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Which since we cannot do to make you friends,

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it.

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's day ;

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate

The swelling difference of your settled hate
;

Since we cannot atone you, we shall see

Justice design the victor's chivalry.—
Marshal, command our officers at arms
Be ready to direct these home-alarms. [Exeuni.

SCENE II.

Tie same. A room in the Duke of Lancaster's palace.

Enter GAUNT, and Duchess of Gloster.

Gaunt. Alas ! the part I had in Gloster's blood

Doth more solicit me, than your exclaims.

To stir against the butchers of his life.

But since correction lieth in those hands.

Which made the fault, that we cannot correct.

Put we our quarrel to the -will of Heaven;
Who, when he sees the hours ripe on earth,

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads.

Duch. Finds brotherhood in thee no shaiyer spur?

Hath love in thy old blood no living fire l

Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one.

Were as seven phials of his sacred blood,

Or seven fair branches springing from one root

:

Some of those seven are dried bv nature's course.

Some of those branches by the destinies cut

:

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster,

—

One phial full of Edward's sacred blood.

One flourishing branch of bis most royal root,

—

Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt

;

Is hack'd down, and his summer leaves all faded,

By envy's baud, and murder's bloody axe.

Ah,Gaunt! his blood was thine; that bed, thatwomb.
That mettle, that self-mould, that i'ashion'd thee.

Made him a man ; and though thou liv'st, and

breath'st.

Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent

In some large measure to thy father's death.

In that thou seest thy wretched brother die.

Who was the model of thy father's life.

Call it not patience, Gaunt, it is despair :

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd.

Thou show'st the naked pathway to thy life.

Teaching stem murder how to butcher thee :
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That, which in mean men we entitle—^patience.
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.
What shall I say T to safeguard thine own life.

The best way is—to 'venge my Gloster's death.
Gaunt. Heaven's is the quarrel ; for heaven's

substitute,

His deputy anointed in his sight.
Hath caus'd his death : the which if wrongfully,
Let heaven revenge

; for I may never lift

An angry arm against his minister.
Duch. Where then, alas ! may I complain myself?
Gaunt. To heaven, the widow's champion and

defence.
Duch. Why then, I will. Fare^vell, old Gaunt.

Thou go'st to Coventry, there to behold
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight

:

O, sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford's spear.
That it ma;y enter butcher Mowbray's breast !

Or, if misfortune miss the first career.
Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom.
That they may break his foaming courser's back.
And throw the rider headlong in the lists,
A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford !

Farewell, old Gaunt
;
thy sometimes brother's wife.

With her companion grief must end her life.
Gaunt. Sister, farewell : I must to Coventry

:

As much good stay with thee, as go with me !

Duch. Yet one word more;—Grief boundeth
where it falls,

Not with the empty hollowness, but weif^ht:
I take my leave before I have begun ;

°

For sorrow ends not, when it seemeth done.
Commend me to my brother, F.dmund York.
Lo, this is all :—Nay, yet depart not so

;

Though this be all, do not so quickly go ;

I shall remember more. Bid him—O, what ?—
With all good speed at Flashy visit me.
Alack, and what shall good old York there see.
But empty lodgings and unfurnish'd walls.
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones ?

And what cheer there for welcome, but my groans ?
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there.
To seek out sorrow, that dwells every where ;

Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die ;

The last leave of tbee takes my weeping eye.
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SCENE III.

Gosford Green, near Coventry,

Lists set out, and a throne. Heralds, §-c. attending.

Enter the Lord Marshal, and AUMERLE.
Alar. My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford aim'd'
Aujn. Yea, at all points ; and longs to enter in.

Mar. The duke of Norfolk, spriyhtfully and bold.
Stays but the summons of the appellant's trumpet.
Aitm. Why then, the champions are prepar'd,

and stay —
For nothing but his majesty's approach.

Flourish of trumpets. Enter Kin^ RICHARD, toho

takes his seat on his throne; GAUNT, and several

Noblemen, who take their places. A trumpet is

sounded, and answered by another trumpet tvithin.

Then enter NORFOLK in armour, preceded by
a Herald.

K. Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder champion
The cause of his arrival here in arms :

Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed
To swear him in the justice of his cause,

A/ur. In God's name, and the king's, say who
thou art.

And why thou com'st, thus knightly clad in arms :

Against what man thou com'st.and what thy quarrel:

Speak truly, on thy knighthood, and thy oath

;

And so defend thee heaven, and thy valour

!

Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of

Norfolk
;

Who hither come engaged by my oath,
(Which, heaven defend, a knight should violate!)

Both to defend my loyalty and truth.

To God, my king, and my succeeding issue.

Against the duke of Hereford, that appeals me;
And, by the grace of God, and this mine arm.
To prove him, in defending of myself,
A traitor to my God, my king, and me :

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven

!

\_He takes his sent.

Trumpet sounds. Enter BOLTNGBROKE, in

armour; preceded by d Herald.

. K' Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in anns.
Both who he is, aud why he cometh hither
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Thus plated in the habiliments of war;
And formally accoi'dinfr to our law
Depose him in the justice of his cause.

Mar. What is thy name 1 and wherefore com'st
thou hither,

Before King Richard, in his royal lists?

Againstwhom comesl thou ? and what's thy quarrel?
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven !

BoHng. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms,
To prove, by heaven's grace, and my body's valour.
In lists, oo Thomas Mowbray duke of Norfolk,
That he's a traitor, foul and dangerous.
To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me

;

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven !

Mar, On pain of death, no person be so bold.
Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lists;

Except the marshal, and such officers

Appointed to direct these fair designs,

Boling. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's

hand,
And bow my knee before his majesty

;

For Mowbi'ay, and myself, are like two men>
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage

;

Then let us take a ceremonious leave,

And loving farewell of our several friends.

Afar. The appellant in all duty greets your high-
ness,

And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave.

A". ^tcA.We will descend,and fold him in our arms.
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right.

So be thy fortune in this royal fight

!

Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed.
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.

Bating. 0, let no noble eye profane a tear

For me, if I be gor'd \vith Slowbray's spear

;

As confident, as is the falcon's fiight

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.

My loving lord, [7'« Lord Murshid.] I take my
leave of you ;

—
Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle :

—

Not sick, although I have to do with death;
But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath.—
Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet

The dainties last, to make the end most sweet

:

O tJiou, the earthly author of my blood,

—

ITe Gaunt.



190 KING RICHARD IT. Act 1.

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate,
Doth with a two-told vigour lift me up
To reach at victory above my head,—
Add proof unto mine aiTnour with thy prayers

;

And with thy blessings steel my lance's point.
That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat,
And furbish new tlie name of John of Gaunt,
Even in the lusty 'haviour of his son.

GaUHt. H eaven in thy good cause make thee pros-
perous !

Be swift like lightning in the execution
;

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled.
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy :

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live.

Baling. Mine innocency and Saint George to

thrive ! [ffe ta^es his seat.

Nor. [^^ising.] However heaven, or fortune cast
my lot.

There lives or dies, true to King Richard's
throne,

A loyal, just, and upright gentleman ;

Never did captive with a freer heart
Cast off his cnains of boudacte, and embrace
His golden uncontroU'd enfranchisement.
Mere than my dancing soul doth celebrate
This feast of battle with mine adversary.

—

Most mighty liege,—and my companion peers,

—

Take from my mouth the wish of happy years ;

As gentle and as jocund, as to jest,

Go I to fight; Truth hath a quiet breast.
A". Rick. Farewell, my lord : securely 1 espy

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye,
Order the trial, marshal, and begin.

[The A'ing and the Lords return to (heir seats.

Alar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Receive thy lance ; and God defend the right

!

Roling. iRising.l Strong as a tower in hope, I

cry—amen.
Mar. Go bear this lance [To an OJicer.'] to Tho-

mas duke of Norfolk.
1 ffer. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,

Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself.
On pain to be found false and recreant,
To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray»
A traitor to his God, his king, and him,
Aud dareij him to sot foiwvd to the fight.
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2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, duke of
Norfolk,

On pain to be found false and recreant.

Both to defend himself, and to approve
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
To God, his sovereign, and to him, disloyal

;

Courageously, and with a free desire,

Attending but the signal to begin.

Mar. Sound, trumpets ; and set forward, com-
batants. \_A charge sounded.

Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down.
K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their

spears.

And both return back to their chairs again:
Withdraw with us :—and let the trumpets sound
While we retuni these dukes what we decree.

—

longNourish.
Draw near, [To the Combatants.
And list, what with our council we have done.
For that our kingdom's earth should not be soil'd
With that dear blood, which it hath fostered

\

And for our eyes do hate the dire asptct
Of civil wounds, plough'd up with neighbour's

swords
;

And for we think the eagle-winged pride
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts.
With rival-hating envy, set you on
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep

;

Which so rous'd up with boisterous uiitun'd drums.
With harsh resounding trumpets' dreadful bray.
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms.
Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace,
Aud make us wade even in our kindred's blood
Therefore, we banish you our territories;

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death.
Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields.

Shall not regreet our fair dominions,
But tread the stranger paths of banishment.

Baling. Your will be done ; This must my com-
fort be,—

—

That sun, that warms you here, shall shine on me

;

And those his golden beams, to you here lent.
Shall point on me. and gild my banishment.
A. Hick. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavierdoom,

AVhich I with some unwillingness pronounce

:

The fly-slow hours shall not determinate
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The dateless limit of thy dear exile ;

—

The hopeless word of—never to return
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life.

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereipi liege,

And all unlook'd for from your highness' mouth :

A dearer merit, not so deep a maim
As to be cast forth in the common air,

Have I deserved at your highness' hand.
The language I have learn'd these forty years.
My native English, now I must forego :

And now my tongue's use is to me no more,
Than an unstringed viol or a harp;
Or like a cunning instrument cas'd up.
Or, being open, put into his hands,
That knows no touch to tune the harmony.
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue,
Doubly portcuUis'dj with ray teeth and lips

;

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance
Is made my gaoler to attend on me.
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse.
Too far in years to be a pupil now

;

What is thy sentence then, but speechless death.
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath?

K. Rich. It boots thee not fo be compassionate;
After our sentence plaining comes too late.

Nor. Then thus I turn me from my country's light,

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night.

\_lietiring.

A'. Rich . Return again, and take an oath with thee.

Lay on our royal sword your banish'd hands
;

Swear by the duty that you owe to heaven,
(Our part therein we banish with yourselves,)
To keep the oath that we administer:—
You never shall (so help yon truth and heaven!)
Embrace each other's love in banishment

;

Nor never look upon each other's face
;

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile
This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate

;

Nor never by, advised purpose meet.
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill,

'Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land.

Boling. I swear.
Nor. And I, to keep all this.

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy
By this time, had the king permitted us.

One of our souls had wander'd in the air,

Baiiish'd this frail sepulchre of our flesh.
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As now our flesh is banish'd from this land :

Confess thy treasons, ei-e thou fly the realm
;

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along

The clogging burden of a guilty soul.

Aor. No, Bolingbroke ; if ever I were traitor.

My name be blotted from the book of life.

And I from heaven bauish'd, as from hence !

But what thou art, heaven, thou, and I do know;
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.

—

Farewell, my liege :—Now no way can I stray

;

Save back to England; all the world's my way.

K.Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes
I see thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect

Hath from the number of his banish'd years
Pluck'd four away ;—Six frozen winters spent.

Return \_To Boling.'\ with welcome home from
banishment.

Boling. How long a time lies in one little word !

Four lagging winters, and four wanton springs,

Kud in a word ; Such is the breath of kings.

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that, in regard of me»
He shortens four years of my son's exile

:

But little vantage shall I reap thereby
;

For, ere the six years, that he hath to spend.

Can change their moons, and bring their times about.

My oil-dried lamp, and time-bewasted light.

Shall be extinct with age, and endless night;

My inch of taper will be burnt and done,
And blindfold death not let me see my son.

A'. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years to

live.

Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou can'st

give

:

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow.
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow :

Thou canst help time to furrow me with age.

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage;
Thy word is current with him for my death ;

But, dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath.

A'. Rich. Thy son is banish'd upon good advice,

"Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave
;

Why at our justice seem'st thou then to lower?
Gaunt. Things sweet to taste, prove in digestioii

sour.
You urg'd me as a ludge ; but I had rather,

Vou would have bid me argue like a father



194 KING RICHARD 11. Act 1.

O, had it been a stranger, not my child.
To smooth his fault I should have been more mild :

A partial slander sought 1 to avoid.
And in the sentence my own life destroy'd.
Alas, I look'd, when some of you should say,
I was too strict, to make mine own away

;

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue.
Against my will, to do myself this wrong.

A'. Rick. Cousin,farewell :—and,uncle,bid him soj

Six years we banish him, and he shall go.
\^F(oarisk. Eaeunt K. Richard and Train.

j^um. Cousin, farewell: what presence must not
know.

From where you do remain, let paper show.
Mar. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride.

As far as land will let me, by your side.
Gaunt, O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy

words.
That thou return'st no greeting to thy friends?

Baling. I have too few to take my leave of y&u.
When the tongue's office should be prodigal
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart.

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time.
Baling, Joy absent, grief is present for that time.
Gaunt. What is six winters ? they are quickly

gone.
Baling. To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour

ten.

Gaunt, Call it a travel,that thou tak'st for pleasure.
Baling. My heart will sigh, when I miscall jt so,

Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage.
Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps

Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set
The precious jewel of thy home-return.

Baling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make
Will but remember me, what a deal of world
I wander from the jewels, that I love.

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood
To foreign passages ; and in the end,
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else.

But that I was ajourneyman to grief?

Gaunt. All places, that the eye of heaven vlaitsl

Are to a wise man ports and happy havens

;

Teach thy necessity to reason thus;
There is no virtue like necessity.
Think not, the king did banish thee

;

But thou the king : Woe doth the heavier sit.
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Where it perceives it is but faintly borne.
Go, say—I sent thee forth to purchase honour.
And not—the king exil'd thee : or suppose.
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air.

And thou art flying to a fresher clime.
LooV, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it

To lie thai way thou go'st, not whence thou com'st

:

Suppose the singing birds, musicians
;

The grass, whereon thou tread'st, the presence
strew 'd

;

The flowers, fair ladies
; and thy steps, no more

Than a delightful measure, or a dance :

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite
The man, that mocks at it, and sets it light.

Baling. O, who can hold a fire in his hand.
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ?

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite.
By hare imagination of a feast ?

Or wallow naked in December snow.
By thinking on fantastick summer's heat?
O, no ! the apprehension of the good.
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse :

Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more.
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore.

Gnunt. Come, come, my son, 1*11 bring thee on
thy way :

Had I thy youth, and cause, I would not stay.
BoHng. Then, England's ground, farewell; sweet

soil, adieu
;

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet

!

Where-e'er I wander, boast of this I can, •

Though banish'd, yet a trueborn Englishman.

SCENE lY.

The same. A room in the King's castle.

Enter King RICHARD, BAGOT, and GREEN :

AUMEBLE following.

K.Rich. We did observe.—Cousin Aumerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on his way?
Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call him so.

But to the next highway, and there I left him.
K. Rich. And, say, what store of parting tears

were shed 1

u4am. 'Faith, none by me : except the uorth-eaat
Ti-ind,



196 KING RICHARD II. Act!?.

WhicK then blew bitterly against our faces,

Awak*d the sleeping rheum ; and so, by chance.

Did grace our hollow parting Avith a tear.

K. Rich. What said our cousin, when you parted

with him?
Auia. Farewell:

And. for my heart disdained that my tongue

Should so profane the word, that taught me craft

To counterteit oppression of such grief.

That words seem'd buried in my sorrow's grave.

Marry, would the word farewell have lengthened

hours,
And added years to his short banishment.

He should have had a volume of farewells

;

But, since it would not, he had none of me.
K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin; but 'tis doubt.

When time shall call him home from banishment,,

Whether our kinsman come to see his friends.

Ourself, and Buahy, Bagot here, and Green,
Observ'd his courtship to the common people :

—

How he did seem to dive into their hearts.

With humble and familiar courtesy ;

What reverence he did throw away on slaves ;

Wooing poor craftsmen, mth the craft^ of smiles,.

And patient underbearing of his fortune,

As 'twere, to banish their affects with him.
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-weneh ;

A brace of draymen bid—God speed him well.

And had the tribute of his supple knee.

With

—

Thanks, my countrymen, my lomngfriends;—
As were our England in reversion his.

And he our subjects' next degree in hope.

Green. Well, he is gone; and with him go these

thoughts.
Now for the rebels, -which stand out in Ireland;—

Expedient manage must be made, my liege

;

Ere further leisure yield them further means
For their advantage, and your highness' loss.

K. Rich. We will ourself in parson to this war.

And, for our coffers—with too great a court,

And liberal largess,—are grown somewhat light,,

We are enforc'd to farm our royal realm

;

The revenue whereof shall furnish us

For our affairs in hai\d : If that come short,

Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters;

Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich,

They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold,
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And send them after to supply our wants
j

For we will make for Ireland presently.

J

Enter BUSHY,
Bushy, what news ?

Bushy. OldJohnofGauntis grievous sick.my lord;
Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post-haste,

; To entreat your majesty to visit nim.
A'. Rich. Where lies heT
Buihy. At Ely-house,

d K.Hich. Now put it, heaven, in his physician's
mind,

To help him to his grave immediately

!

The lining of his coffers shall make coats

To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.

—

f, Come, gentlemen, let's all go visit him

:

t, Pray God, we may make haste, and come too late

!

ACT II. SCENE I.

London. A room in Ely-house.

GAUNT on a couch; (he Duke of York, and others,

stoning by him.

Gaunt. "Will the king corae ? that I may breathe
my last

In wholesome counsel to his unstaied youth.
York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your

breath

;

—For all in vain comes counsel to his ear.

Gaunt. O, but they say, the tongues of dying men
Enforce attention like deep harmony :

sfWheie words are scarce, they are seldom spent in
vain;

-For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in
pain.

He, that no more must say, is listen'd more
Than they, whom youth and ease have taught to

f. glose

;

More are men's ends mark'd, than their lives before:

,. The setting sun, and musick at the close,

.
As the last taste of sweets is sweetest last

;

Writ in remembrance, more than things'long past : '

Though Richard my life's counsel would not near,
sMy death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear.

jh York. No ; it is stopp'd with other flattering

L fioimds.



198 KING RICHARD 11. Act

Asj praises of his state: then there are found
Lascivious metres ; to whose venom sound
The open ear of youth doth always listen

:

Report of fashions in proud Italy ;

Whose manners still our tardy apish uatiou

Limps after, in base imitation.

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity,

(So it be new, there's no respect how vile,>

That is not quickly buzai'd into his ears?

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard.

Where will doth mutiny with wit's regard.

Direct not him, whose way himself will choose

;

Tis breath thou lack'st, and tliat breath wilt thou

lose.

Gaunt. Methinks, 1 am a prophet new inspir'd

;

And thus, expiring, do foretell of him :

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last

;

For violent fires soon burn out themselves :

Small showers last longjbut sudden storms are short;

He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes ;

With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder

:

Light vanity, insatiate cormorant,

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself.

This royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle.

This earth of majesty, this seat of Slars,

This other Eden, demi-paradise ;

This fortress, built by nature for herself

Against infection, ana the hand of war

:

This happy breed of men, this little world
;

This precious stone set in the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall.

Or as a moat defensive to a house,

Against the envy of less happier lands ;

This blessed plot, this eHrth,this realm,this England,

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,

Fear'd by their breed, and famous by their biith,

Renowned for their deeds as far from home,
(For Christian service, and true chivali-y,)

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry,
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's son :

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land,

Dear for her reputation through the world.

Is now leas'd out Cl die pronouncing it)

Like to a tenement, or pelting farm :

England, bound in with the triumphant sea.

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege

Of watery NiptuEie, is now bound ia with shwae,
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With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds
;

That England, that was wont to conquer others^

Hath made a shameful conquest of itself:

O, would the scandal vanish with my life.

How happy then were my ensuing death I

Enter King KICE ART), and Queen; AUMERLK,
BUSHY, GREEN, BAGOT, ROSS, and WIL-
LOUGHBY.
YotI-. The king is come : deal mildly with his

youth

;

For young hot colts, being rae'd* do rage the mora.
Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster?
K. Rick. What comfort, man ? How is't with

aged Gaunt?
Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composition !

Old Gaunt, indeed: and gaunt in l>eingold :

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast:
And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt?
For sleeping England long time have I watch "d;
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt:
The pleasurcj that some fathers feed upon,
Is my strict fast, I mean—my children's looks ;

And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt

:

Gaunt am I for the gmve, gaunt as a grave,
W^hose hollow womb inherits nought but bones.
K. Rich. Can sick men play so uicely with thair

names ?

Gaunt. No, mise^-y makes sport to mock itself:

Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me,
I mock my ijame, great king, to flatter thee.

K, Rich. Should dying men flatter with those that
live?

Gaunt. No, no; men living flatter those that dis.

K, Rich, Thou, now a dying, say'st—thou flatr-

ter'st me.
Gaunt. Oh ! no ; thou diest, though I the sicker be.
K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see theeill.

Gaunt. NoWjHetliatmade me,knows 1 see thea ill;

111 in myself to see, aud in thee seeing ill.

Thy death-bed is no lesser than thy land,
Wfieieiu thou liest in reputation sick:
And thou, too careless patient as thou art,

Commit'st thy anointed body to the cure
Of those physicians that first wounded th«e:
A thousand flatterers sit within thy ci-owu,-

Whose «onopass is no bigger than thy tead;

i
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And yet, incaged in so small a verge,
The waste is no whit lesser than thy land.

O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet's eye,

Seen how his son's son should destroy his sons, ,

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame

;

Deposing thee before thou wert possess'd,
"Which art possess'd now to depose thyself.

"Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world.
It were a shame to let this land by lease ;

But, for thy world, enjoying but this land.

Is it not more than shame, to shame it so ?

Landlord of England art thou now, not king

:

Thy state of law is bondslave to the law

;

And thou——

•

A'. Rich. a lunaticlJ^ lean-witted fool.

Dar'st with thy frozen admonition
Mal<e pale oar cheelt

;
chasing the royal blood.

With fury, from his native residence.

Now, by my seat's right royal majesty,
Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son.

This tongue, that runs so roundly in thy head,

Should run thy head from thy unreverend shoulders.

Gaunt. O, spai-e me not, my brother Edward')
son.

For fhat I was his father Edward's son;
That blood already, like the pelican,

Hast thpu tapp'd out, and driiiikenly oarous'd

:

My brother Gloster, plain wellrmpaning soul,

(Whom fair befal in heaven 'mongst happy soulsl)

May be a precedent and witness cood.
That thou respect'st not spilling Edward's blood:

Join witli the present sickness, that, I have
;

And thy unkindness be like crooked age.

To crop at once a too-long withei-'d flower.

Live in thy shame, but die not shame \viih thee!—
'I'hese words liereat'ter thy tormentors be !—
Convey me to ray Iwd, then to my grave

:

Love they tp live, that love and honour have.

AT. Rich. And let them die, that age and sulleM

have

;

For both hast thou, and both become the grave.

York. 'lieseech your majesty, impute his wordi

To wayward sicklin«ss and age in him :

He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear

tt> Harry diUte of Hereford, were he here..

Pi

\Exit, borne oui by his yittendants.
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'K.Rich. Right; you say true: as Hereford's
love, so his :

As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is.

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND.
North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to-

your majesty.
K. Hich. What says he now ?
North. Nay, nothing ; all is said:

His tongue IS now a stringless instrument;
Wordx, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent.

York. Be York the next that must he haukrupt so I
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe.
K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he :

His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be :

So much for that. Now for our Irish wars

:

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns:W hich live like venom, where no venom else.
But only they, hath privilege to live.
And for these great affairs do ask some charge,
Towards our .assistance, we do seize to us
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables,
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess'd.

York. How long shall I be patient! Ah, how long
Shall tender duty makg ^ae suffer wrong 1

Not Glosier's death, nor Hereford^'s banishment.
Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor fenG^land's private wrongs
Nor the prevention of poor Bolijighroke,

*

About his marriage, nor my own disgrace.
Have ever made me sour nyj patient cheek.
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face.—
I am the last of noble Edward's sons,
Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was first

;

In war was never lion rag'd more fierce,
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild.
Than was that young and princely centleman :

His face thou hast, for even so look'd he,
Acconiplisli'd with the number of thy hours;
But, when he frown'd, it \\;as against the Frei\ch,
And not against his friends ; his noble hand
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that
Whicli his triumphant father's hand had won :

His bands were guilty of no kindred's blood,
But bloody with the enemies of big kin.
O, Richard ! York is too far gone with grief,
'Or else he never would compare between. •

KtHishf Why, uncle, what's the matter?
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Ynrk. O, my liege,

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I pleas'd

Not to be pardon'd, am coutent withal.

Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands.
The royalties and rights ot bauish'd Hereford ?

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford live?

"Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true ?

Did not the one deserve to have an heir?

Is not his heir a well-deserving son?
')"ake Hereford's rights away, and take from time

His chartess, and his customary rights
;

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ;

Be not thyself, for how art thou a king.

But by fair sequence and succession ?

Now, afore God (God forbid, I say true '.)

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights.

Call in the letters patent, that he harth

By his attornies-general to sue
His livery, and deny his offer'd homage,
You pluck- a thousand dangers on your head.

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts.

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts.

Which honour and allegiance cannot think.

A'. Rick. Think what you will; we seize into our

bauds
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.

York. I'll not be by, the while : My liege, fare-

well ;

What will ensue hereof, there's none can tell

;

But by bad courses may be understood.

That their events can never fall out good. [IHaU.

K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the earl of Wiltshire

straight

;

Bid him repair to us to Ely-house,
To see this business : To-morr6w next
We will for Ireland ; and 'tis time, I trow

;

And we create, in absence of ourself,

Our uncle York lord governor of England,
For he is just, and always loved us well.

—

Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part
;^

fie merry, for our time of stay is short, [r/ownji'

\Exeunt King, Queen, Bushy, Aumerlt,

Green, and Bagot.
North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is dead

Ross. And living too; for now his son is duke.

H^lio. Barely in title, not in revenue.

North, Hichly in both, if justice had her righ:.

I
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Ross. My lieart is great; but it must break with
silence,

Ere't be disburden'd ivitb a liberal tongue.
North. Nay, speak thy mind ; and let him ne'er

speak more.
That speaks thy words again, to do thee harm

!

fVillo. Tends that, thou'dst speak, to the duke of
Hereford?

If it be so, out with it boldly, man

:

Quick is mine ear, to hear of good towards him.
Hoss. No good at all, that f can do for him;

Unless you call it good, to pity him.
Bereft and gelded of liis patrimony.

North. Now, afore heaven, 'tis shame, sucb
wrongs are home,

In him a royal prince, and many more
Of noble blood in this declining land.
The king is not himself, but basely led
By flatterers ; and what they will inform.
Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all,

That will the king severely prosecute
'Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.

Ross. The commons hath he pill'd with grievous
taxes.

And lost their hearts : the nobles hath he fin'd

For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts,
n'illo. And daily new exactions are devised

;

As blanks, beuavcilences, and I wot not what

:

But what, o'God's name, doth become of this ?

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he
hath not.

But basely yielded upon compromise
That, which his ancestors achiev'd mth blows :

More hath he spent in peace, than they in wars.
Ross. The earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm.
fflUo. The king's grown bankrupt, like a broken

man.
North. Reproach, and dissolution, hangeth over

him.
Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars.

His burdenous taxations notwithstanding.
But by the robbing of the banish'd duke.

Norlh. His noble kinsman : most degenerate king !

But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing.

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm :

We see the wind sit sore upon our sails.

And yet we strike not, but securely perish.
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Ross. We see the very wreck, that we must suffer

;

And unavoided is the danger now.
For suffering so the causes of our wreck.
A'orM. Not so; even through the hollow eyes of

death, '

I spy life peering ; but I dare not say
How near the tiaings of our comfort is.

/Viih. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou
dost ours.

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland

:

We three are but thyself; and, speaking s,).
Thy words are but as thoughts

; therefore be bold.
North. 'I hen thus I have from Port le Blancv

a bay
In Britanny, received intelligence.
That Harry Hereford, Reignold lord Cobham*
|_The son of Richard earl of ArundelJ
That late broke from the duke cf Exeter,
His brother, archbishop late of Canferl)ury.
Sir Thomas Erpingham, sir John Ramston,
Sir John Norherry, sir Robert Waterton, and Franoia

Quoint,
All these, well fumish'd by the duke of Bretagne,
With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war,
Are making hither with all due e::pedience.
And shortly mean to touch our northern shore i
Perhaps, they had ere this ; hat that they stay
The first departing of the king for Ireland.
If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke.
Imp out our drooping country's broken wing,.
Redeem from broking pawn the bleraish'd crown.
Wipe off the dust, that hides our sceptre's gilt.
And make high majesty look Jike itself.
Away, with me, in post to Ravenspurg

;

But, if you faint, as fearing to do so.
Stay, and be secret, and myself will go.

Ross. To horse, to horse! urge doubts to them
that fear,

fTi/io. Hold out my horse, and I will first be

SCENE II.

The same. A room in tie finlace.

Enter Queen, BUSHY, and BAGOT.
Busf.t/. Madam, your majesty is too much sad:

You promis'd, when you parted with the ^tiig,
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To lay aside life-harming heaviness.
And entertain a cheerful disposition.

Queen. To please ihe king, I did ; to please myself,
I cannot do it; yet I know no cause
Why I should welcome such a puest as grief.

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest
As my sweet Richard ; Yet, again, methinks.
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb.
Is coming towards me; and my inward soul
With nothing trembles ; at something it grieves.
More than with parting from my lord the king.
Bushy. Each substance of a' grief hath twenty

shadows,
Which show like grief itself, but are not so

:

For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears.
Divides one thing entire to many obiects

;

Like perspectives, which, rightly gaz'd upon.
Show notning but confusion

; ey'd awry.
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty.
Looking awry upon your lord's departure.
Finds shapes of griefs, more than himself, to wail

j

Which, look'd on as it is, is nought but shadows
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen.
More than your lord's departure weep not; mora's

not seen

:

Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow's eye.
Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary.

Queen, It may be so ; but yet my inward soul
Persuades me, it is otherwise : Howe'er it be,
I cannot but be sad; so heavy sad.
As,—though, in thinking, on no thought I think,-—
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink.
Bushy, 'Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady.
Queen. 'Tis nothing less ; conceit is still deriv'd

From some fore-father grief ; mine is not so

;

For nothing hath begot my something grief

;

Or something hath the nothing that I grieve

:

'Tis in reversion that I do possess
;

But what it is, that is not yet known ; what
I cannot name ; 'tis nameless woe, I wot.

Enter GREEN.
Green. God save your majesty!—and well met,

gentlemen :
—

I hope the king is not yet shipp'd for Ireland.
Queen. Why bop'st thou so I 'tis better hope he is ;

For his designs crave haste, his haste good hopa-
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Then wherefore dost thou hope, he is not shippMT
Cfreen. That he, our hope, might have retir'd

his power,
And driven into despair an enemy's hope,
Who strongly hath set footing in this laaid

:

The banish'd Boliiigbroke repeals himself.
And with uplifted arms is safe arriv'd
At Ravenspurg.

Queen. Now God in heaven forbid !

^r«n.O,inadam,*tis too true : and that is worse,

—

The lord Northumberland, his young sou Henry
Percy,

The lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby,
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him.
Bushy, Why have you not proclaim'd Northum-

berland,
And all the rest of the revolting faction.
Traitors ?

Green We have : whereon the earl of Worcester
Ha»h broke his staff, resigned his stewardship,
And all the household servants fled with him
To Bolingbroke,

Queen. So, Green,thoH art the midwife to my woe.
And Boliuj^broke my sorrow's dismal heir :

Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy

;

And I, ti gasping new-deliver'd mother,
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd.
Bushy. Despair not, madam.
Quea/i. Who shall hinder me ?

I will despair, and be at enmity
With co7.ening Hope ; he is a flatterer,

A parasite, a keeper-back of death,
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life,

Which faUe hope lingers in extremity.

Eater YORK.
Green. Here comes the duke of York.
Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck;

O, full of careful business are his looks !

Uncle,
For heaven's sake, speak comfortable words.

York. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts :

Comfort's in heaven ; and we are on the earth.
Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief.

Your husband he is gone to save far off,

Whilst others come to make him loae at home :

H«re am I left to underprop his land
;
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Who, weak with age, cannot support myself:—
Now comes the sick hour, that his surfeit made

;

Now shall he try his friends, that flatter'd him.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, your son was gone hefore I came.
York. He was?—Why, so !—go all which way

it will !

The nobles they are fled, the commons cold.

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side.

Sirrah,

Get thee to Flashy, to my siater Gloster;

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound :—
Hold, take my ring.

Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship:

To-day, as I came by, I called there ;

—

But I shall grieve you to report the rest.

York. What is it, knave 1

Sert'. An hour before I came, the duchess died.

York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once !

I know not what to do :— I would to God,
(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it.)

The king had cut off my head with my brother's.

—

What, are there posts despatch'd for Ireland ?

—

How shall we do for money for these wars T

—

Come, sister,—cousin, I would say : pray, pardon
me,

—

Go, fellow, [7b the Servane.'\ get thee home, pro-

vide some carts.

And bring away the armour, that is there.

—

[Ka.-it Servant.

Gentlemen, will you go muster men Mf I know
How, or which way, to order these affairs.

Thus thrust disorderly into my haiids,

Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen ;

—

The one's my sovereign, whom both my oath
And duty bids defend ; the other, again.

Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong*d ;

Whom conscience and my Idndred bids to right.

Weil, somewhat we must do.— Come, cousin, I'll

Dispose of you :—Go, muster up your men.
And meet me presently at Berkley- castle.
I should to Flashy too ;

But time will not permit :—All is uneven,

And every thing is left at six and seven.
[E.reunt York and Queen.
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Bushy. The wind sits fairfor news to go to Ireland,
Bat none returns. For us to levy power,
Proportionable to the enemy,
Is ail impossible.

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in love,

Is near the hate of those, love not the king!
Btigot. And that's the wavering commons: for

their love
Lies in their purses; and whoso empties them,
By so much hlls their hearts with cieadly hate.
Bush/. Wherein the king stands genei-ally con-

demn'd.
Bagot. If judgment lie in them, then so do we,

Because we ever have been near the king.
Green. Well, I'll for refuge straight to Bristol

castle
;

The earl of Wiltshire is already there.
Bushy. Thither will I with you: for little office

The hateful commons will perform for us ;

Except, like curs, to tear us all to pieces.

—

Will you go along with us ?

Bagot. No ; I'lt to Ireland to his majesty.
Farewell : if heart's presages be not vain,

We three here part, that ne'er shall meet again.
Bushy. That's as York thrives to beat back Bo-

lingbroke.
Green. Alas, poor duke ' the task, he undertakes,

Ib—numb'ring sands, and drinking oceans dry

;

Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly.

Bushy. Farewell at once ; for once, for all, and
ever.

Green, Well, we may raeet again.
Bagot. I fear me, never.

SCENE III.

The n'ilds in Glouresiershire.

Enter BOLINGBROKE nnd NORTHUMBER-
LAND, wUhforces.

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now -'

North, Believe me, noble lord,

I am a stranger here in Gloucestershire,
These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways,
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome

;

And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar»
Making the hard way sweet and d61ectable.



Sc. 3. KING RICHARD 11. 209

But, I bethink me, what a weary way
From Ravenspurg to Cotswold, will be found
In Ross and Willouf^hby, wanting your company;
Which, I protest, hath very much beguil'd
The lediousness and process of my travel

;

But theirs is sweetenV with the hope to havt
The present benefit, wliich 1 possess :

And tmpC to joy, is little less in joy.
Than hope enjoy'd: by this the weary lords
Shall make their way seem short ; as mine hath don«
By siifht of what I have, your noble company.

Baling. Of much less value is my company,
Than your good words. But wha comes heref

Enter HARKY PERCY.
. North. It is my son, young Harry Percy,
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever.

—

Harry, how fares your uncle?
Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have leam'd

his health of you.
North. Why, is he not with the queen ?

Percif. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook the
court,

Brolcen his staff of office, and dispersed
The household of the king.

North. What was his reasoa ?

He wasnotsoresolv'd, when last we spake together.
Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed

traitor.

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg,
To offer service to the duke of Karefard

;

And sent me o'er by Berkley, ta discover
What power the duLe of York had levied there;
Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg.

North. Have you forgot tneduke of Hereford, boy ?

Percy. No, my good lor^ ; fcr that is not forgot.
Which ne'er I aid rememl^r: to my knowledge,
I never in my life did look on him.

North. Then learn to know him now ; this is the
duke.

Percy. My gracious loa'd, I tender you my servicii,

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young
j

Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm
To more approved service and desert.

Boling. » thank thee, gentle Percy ; and be sure,
I count myself in nothing else so happy,
As in a soul remembering my good friends

;
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And, as my foi-tune ripens with thy love.

It shall be still thy true love's recompense:
My heart this covenajit makes, my Iiantt thus seals it.

North. How far is it to Berkley ? And what stir

Keeps good old York there, with his men of war!
PerCI/. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of trees,

Maun'd with three hundred men, as I have heard :

And in it are the lords of York, K.rkley, and Sey-
mour

;

None else of name, and noble estimate.

Enter ROSS and WILLOUGHBY.
North. Here come the lords of Ross and Wil-

loughby.
Bloody with spurring, fieiy-red with haste.

Bolmet. Welcome, my lords : I wot, your love
pursues

A banish'd traitor ; all my treasurv
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd,
Shall be your love and labour's recompense.

/Josj.Your presence makes us rich,most noble lord.
fVHlo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it.

Baling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of tlie

poor
;

Which, till my infant fortune comes to years,
Stands for my bounty. But who comes here !

Enter BERKLEY.
North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess.
Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to you.
Baling. My lord, my answer is—to Lancaster;

And I am come to seek that name in England :

And I must find that title in your tongue
Before I make reply to aught you say.
Berk. Mistake me not, my lord : 'tis not my

meaning,
To raze one title of your honour ouf :—
To you, my lord, I come, (what lord you will,)
From the most glorious reijent of this land.
The duke of 'York ; to know, what pricks you on
To take advantage of the absent time,
And fright our native peace with self-born arms.

Enter YORK, attended.

BoHng, I shall not need transport my words by you;
Here comes his grace iu peison.—My noble uncle!
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York. Show me thy humble heart,and not thy knee,
Whose duty is deceivable and false.

Jioting. My gracious uncle !

—

York. Tut, tut

!

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle :

I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word—gracCi
In an ungracious mouth, is but profane.
Why have those banish'd and forbidden legs

Dar d once to touch a dust of England's ground?
Rut then more why —Why have they dar'd to

march
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom ;

Frighting her paie-fac'd villages with war.
And ostentation of despised arms f

Com'st tliou, because the anointed king is hence ?

Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind.

And in my loyal bosom lies his power.
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth.
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself,
Rescu'd the Black Prince, that young Mars of men^
From forth the ranks of many thousand French
0, then, how quickly should this arm of mine.
Now prisoner to the palsy, chJvstise thee.

And minister correction to thy fault

!

Holing. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault

;

On what condition stands it, and wherein?
York. Even in condition of the woret degree,

—

In gross rebellion, and detested treason :

Thou art a banish'd man, and here art come.
Before the expiration of thy time.

In braving arms against thy sovereign.

Buiing. As I was banish'd, I was banish'd
Hereford

;

But as I come, I come for Lancaster.

And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace,

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye :

You are my father, for, methinks, in you
I see old Gaunt alive; O, then, my father!

Will you permit, that I shall stand condemn'd
A wand'ring vagabond ; my rights and royalties

Pluck'd from my arms perforce, and given away
To upstart unthrifts T Wherefore was I borii ?

If that my cousin king be king of England,
It must he grautedj I am duke of Lancaster.
You ha'-'e a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman;
Had you first died, and he been thus trod down.
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father.
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To rouse his ivroiiga, and chase them to the bay,
1 am denied to sue my livery here,
And yet my letters-patent give me leave •

My father's goods are all distraiu'd, and sold :And these, and all, are all amiss employ'd.What would you have me do ? I am a suhject.And challenge law : Attornies are denied meApd therefore personally I lay my claim
To my inheritance of free descent.
AWA. The noble duke hath been too much abus'd.

„?ff;
I' stands your grace upon^ to do him right!

ffillo. Base men by his endowments are made
great.

Yarl: My lords of England, let me tell you ihis,
1 have had feelmg of my cousin's wron-s
And labour'd all I could to do him right:
iiut in this kind to come, in braving arms,
-Be his own carver, and cut out his way.
To find out right with wrong,—it may not be :And you, that do abet him in this kind.
Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all.

Nortk. The noble duke hath sworn, his coming is
But for his own ; and, for the right of that.We all have strongly sworn to give him aid

;Antl let him ne'er see joy, that breaks that oath.
t'arf:. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms;

1 cannot mend it, I must needs confess.
Because my power is weak, and all ill left

:

But, it i Could, by Him that gave me life,
I would attach you all, and make you stoop
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king

;

But, since I cannot, be it known to you,
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well;
Unless you please to enter in the castle.
And there repose you for this night.

Boling. An offer, vncle, that we will accept.
But we must win your grace, to go with us
lo Bristol castle

;
which, they say, is held

By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices,
Ihe caterpillars of the commonwealth.
Which I have swora to %veed, and pluck away.

York. It may be, I will go with you :—but yet
I 11 pause

;

For I am loath to break our country's laws.
«or friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are :

.Ihmgs past redress, are bow with me past care.
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SCENE IV,

A Camp in IVales.

Enter SALISBURY, and a Captain.

Cap. My lord of Salisbui-y, we have staid ten days,
And hardly kept our countrymen together.
And yet we hear no tidings from the king

;

Therefore we vAW disperse ourselves : farewell.
.S"«/. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman

;

The king reposeth all his confidence
In thee.

Cap. 'Tis thought, the king is dead; we will
not stay.

The bay-trees in otir countiy are all wither'd.
And meteors fright the fixed! stars of heaven

;

The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth.
And lean-look'd prophets whisper fearful change

;
Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap,

—

The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy.
The other, to enjoy by rage and war :

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings.

—

Farewell ; our countrymen are gone and fled.
As well assur'd, Richard their king is dead. [Exit,

Sal. Ah, Richard ! with the eyes of heavy mind,
I see thy glory, like a shooting star.
Fall to the base earth from the firmament

!

Thv sun sets weeping in the lowly west,
Witnessing storms to oome, woe, and unrest

:

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes
;

And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. \_Exit.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Bolinghroke's camp at Bristol.

Enter BOLINGBROKE, YORK, NORTHUM-
BERLAND, PERCY, WILLOUGHBY,
ROSS: Oncers behind with BUSHY and
GREEN, prisoners.

Baling-. Bring forth these men.

—

Bushy, and Green, I will not vex your souls
{Since presently your souls must part your bodies,)
With too much urging your pernicious lives.

For 'twere no charity : yet, to wash your blood
From off my hands, here, in the view of men,
I will unfold some causes of your death.
You have misled a prince , a royal king,
A ha^pjr gentleman iu blood atid lineaments,
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By you unhappied and disfigur'd clean.
You have, in maiinei-, with your sinful hours.
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him

;Broke the possession of a royal bed.
And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs.
Myself—a prince, by fortune of my birth

;
r^.ear to the king in blood ; and near in love.
Till you did make him misinterpret me,
Have stoopM my neck under your injuries.
And sigh'd my English lireath in foreign clouds.
Eating the bitter bread of banishment

:

Whilst you have fed upon my signiories,
Dispark-d my parks, and fell'd my forest woods

;

trom my own windows torn my household coat,
Kaz d out my impress, leaving me no sitTi,—
Save men's opinions, and my living blood,—
To show the world I am a gentleman.
This, and much more, much more than twice all this.
Condemns you to the death :—See them deliver'd

over
To execution and the hand of death.
Busl^. More welcome is the stroke of death to me.

Than Bolingbroke to England.— Lords, farewell.
Green. My comfort is,—that heaven will take our

souls.
And plague injustice with the pains of hell.

Baling. Mv lord Northumberland, see them dear
patch'd.
[.Exeunt ^'urthumh. and others, with Pnsonm.

Uncle, you say, the queen is at your house
;

]b or heaven's sake, fairly let her be entreated :

Tell her, I send to her my kind commends
;Take special care my greetings be deliver'd.
'

..J.'l'''
A gentleman of mine I have despatch'd

With letters of your love to her at lar,:e.

r^'I'l-' T''°"'"'S!<'"tle uncle.—Corae,lHrds, away;
lo nght with Glendower and his complices

;Awhile to work, and, after, holiday. [B^eml.

SCENE II.

The Coast of Wales. A Castle in vieui.

''""•pets. Enter Kins;
R'CHARD, Bishi>f 0/ CARLISLE, Alf-MERLE, (Mrf So/rfiers.

A'. Rich. Barkloughly castle call you this at hand
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^um. Yea, my lord; how broolts yoar grace the air,
Aftf late tossing on the breaking seas?
K. Rick. Needs must I like it well; Iweepforjoy,

To stand upon my kingdom once again,
pear eartli, 1 do salute thee with my hand,
Though rebels wound thee with their horses' hoofs;
As a long parted mother with her child
Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in meeting;
So, weeping, smiling, greet 1 tliee, my earth.
And do ihee favour with my royal hajids.
Keed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth.
Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav'nous sense ;

But let thy spiders that suck up thy venom.
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way;
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet.
Which with usurping steps do trample thee.
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies:
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower.
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder

;

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies.

—

Mock not my senseless coniuration, lords
;

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king
ShftUfaulter under fonl rebellious arms.

Bishop. Fear not, my lord ; that Power that majie
you king.

Hath power to keep you king, in spite of all.
The means that Heaven yields must be embrac'd.
And not neglected ; else, if Heaven would,
And we ^vill not, Heavan'a oifer w« refuse

;

JThe proffer'd means of succour and redress.
Aum. He means, my lord, that we ar^too remiss;

Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security.
Grows strong and great, in substance euid in friends.

K. Rick. Discomfortable cou:iin ! know'st thou not.
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world.
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen
In murders, and in outrage, bloody here ;

But when, from under this terrestrial ball.
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines.
And darts his light through every guilty hole.
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins.
The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs.
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ?

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke,—
83
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Who all this while hath revell'd, in the night.
Whilst W9 were waud'ring with the antipodes,—
Shall see us rising in our throne the east.
His treasons will sit blushing in his face,
JNot able to endure the sight of day,
But, self- affrighted, tremble at his sin.
Not all the water in the rough rude sea
Can wash the balm from an anointed king

!

The breath of worldly men cannot depose
The deputy elected by the Lord :

For every man, that Bolin5broke hath press'd.
To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown,
God for hia Richard hath in heavenly pay
A glorious angel ; then, if angels fight.
Weak men must fall ; for heaven stiU guards the

right.

Enter SALISBURY.
Welcome, my lord; how far off lies your power?

Sal. Nor near, nor further off, ray gracious lord,
Thau this weak arm ; Discomfort guides nay tongue.
And bids me speak of nothing but despair.
One day too late, I fear, my^loble lord.
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth;
O, call back yesterday, bid time return.
And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men !

To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late,
O'erthrows thy Joys, friends, fortune, and thy state;
For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead.
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers'd, and fled.
Aum. Comfort, my liege': why looks your grace

so pale?
K. Rich. But now, the blood of twenty thousand

men
Did triumph iu my face, and they are fled

;

And, till so much blood thither come again.
Have I not reason to look pale and dead;

All souls, that will he safe, fly from my side

;

For time hath set a blot upon my pride.
Aum, Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are.
K. Rich. 1 had forgot myself: Am I not king?

Awake, thou sluggari majesty I thou sleep'st.
Is npt the king's name forty thousand names ?
Arm, arm, my name ! a puny subject strikes
At thy great glory.—Look not to the ground.
Ye favourites of a king; Are we not high t

nigh be our thoughts : I know, my uncle York
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Hath power enougli to serve our turn. But who
Comes her'e ?

Enter SCROOP.
Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liege.

Than can my oare-tun'd tongue deliver him.
K. Hick. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar'd

;

The worst is worldly loss, thou canst unfold.

'

Say, is my kingdom lost ? why, 'twas my cai^e ;And what loss la it, to be rid of care T

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ?

Greater he shall not be ; if he serve God,
We'll serve him too, and be his fellow so
Revolt our subjects t that we cannot mend ;
They break their faith to God, as well as us :

Cry, woe, denruction, ruin, loss, decay

;

The worst is—death, and death will have his day.
Scroop. Glad am I, that your highness is so arm d

To bear the tidings of calamity.
Like an unseasonable stormy day.
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores.
As if the world were all dissolv'd to tears

;

So high above his limits swells the rage
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than steel.
White-beards have arm'd their thin and hairless

scalps
Against thy majesty

; boys, with women's voices,
Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown :

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows -

Of double-fatal yew against thy state
;

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills
Against thy seat : both young and old rebel,
And all goes worse than I have power to tell.
K. Ridi. Too well, too well, thou tell'st a tale

so ill.

Where is the earl of Wiltshire ? Where is Bagot ?
What is become of Bushy? where is Green ?

That they have let the dangerous enemy
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps?
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it.

I waiTant, they have made peace with Bolingbroke.
Scroop. Peace they have made with him, indeed,

my lord.

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damned without
redemption

!
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DegB, easily won to fawn on any man !

Snakes in my heart-blood warmM, that sting my
heart

!

Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas I

Would they make peace / terrible hell make war

Upon their spotted souls for this offence

!

Sn-oop. Sweet lov,e, I see, changing his property,

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate :

—

Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made
With heads, and not with hands : those whom you

curse,

Have felt the worst of death's destroying wound.

And lie full low, grav'd in the hollow ground.

^um. Is Bushy, Green, and the earl of Wilt-

shire, dead?
Scroop . Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their heads

.

^am.Where is the dukemy father with his powerT

K, Rich. No matter where; of comfort no man
speak: :

, . ,

Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs
;

Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes

Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.

LetJ^ choose executors, and talk of wills :

And yet not so,—for what can we bequeath.

Save our deposed bodies to the ground 7

Out lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke s.

And nothing can we call our own, but death :

And that small model of the barren earth.

Which serves as paste and cover to our bones.

For heaven's sake, let us sit upon the gi-ound.

And tell sad stories of the death of kings :—
How some have been depos'd, some slain m war;

Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos^l ;

Some poison'd by their wives, some sleepmg kill d

;

All murder'd:—For within the hollow crown,

Th&t rounds the mortal temples of a king,

Keeps Death his court : and there the antick sits,

Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ;

Allowing him a breath, a little scene

To monarchize, he fear'd, and kill with looks ;

Infusing him with self and vain conceit,—

As if this flesh, which walls about our life,

Were brass impregnable ;
and, humour'd thus.

Comes at the last, and with a little pm
Bores through his castle wall, and—farewell kmg I

Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood

With solemn reverence ; throw away respect.
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Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty.
For you have but mistook me all this while

:

1 live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief.

Need friends:—Subjected thus.
How can you say to me— I am a king ?

Car. My lord, wise men ne'er wail tlieir present
woes.

But presently prevent the ways to wail.
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength.
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe;
And so your follies flght against yourself.
Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight

;

And fight and die, is death destroying death

;

Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath.
^um. My father Jiath a power, inquire of him

;

And learn to make a body of a limb.
K.Rich. Thou chid'st me well :—Proud BoHng-

broke, I come
To change blows with thee for our day of doom.
This ague-fit of fear is over-blown

;

An easy task it is, to win our own.
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power?
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour.
Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky
The state and inclination of the day :

So may you by my dull and heavy eye.
My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say.

I play the torturer, by small and small.
To lengthen out the worst, that must be spoken;

—

Your uncle York hath joined with Bolingbroke ;

And all your northern castles yielded up.
And all your southern gentlemen in arms
Upon liis party.

JC. Rich. Thou hast said enough.
Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth

Of that sweet way I was in to despair !

What say you now ? What comfort have we now ?

By heaven, I'll hate him everlastingly,
That bids me be of comfort any more.
Go, to Flint castle ; there I'll pine away

;

A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey.
That power, I have, discharge ; and let them go
To ear the land, that hath some hope to grow.
For I have none:—Let no man speak agaia
To alter this, for counsel is but vain.'

Aum. My liege, one word.
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K. Rich. He does me double wrong.

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.

Discharge my followers, let them hence;—Away,
From Richard's night, to BoUngbroke's fair day.

SCENE HI.
ff'aies. lie/ore Flint Cmtle.

Enter, with drutn and colours, BOLTNCrBROKE
and Forces; YORK, NORTHUMBERLAND,
and Others.

Baling- So that by this intelligence we learn>

The Welshmen are dispers'd ; and Salisbury

Js gone to meet the king, who lately landed, '

With some few private friends, upon this coast.

North. The news is very fair and good, my lord;

Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his head.

Yuri-. It would beseem the lord Northumberland,

To say—king Richard :—Alack the heavy day,

When such a sacred king should hide his head !

North. Your grace mistakes me
;
only to be briefi

Left I his title out.

y'ork. The time hath been.

Would you have been so brief with him, he would
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you

For taking so the head, your whole head's length.

ifo/injf. Mistake not, ui'cle,t"urther than you should.

yor-t.Take not,goodcousin,further than you should,

Lest you mis-take : The heavens are o'er your head,

Baling. I know it, uncle ; and oppose not

Myself against their will.— But who comes hefe ?

Enter PERCY.
Well, Harry ;

what, will not this castle yield?

Percy. The castle royally is mann'd, my lord.

Against thy entrance.

Boling. Royally

!

Why, it contains no king ?

Percy. Yes, my good lord.

It doth contain a king
;
king Richard lies

Within the limits of yon lime and stone :

And with him are the lord Aumerle, lord Salisbury!

Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman

Of holy reverence, who, I cannot learn.

North. Belike, it is the bishop of Carlisle.

Baling. Noble lord, {To North.

Go to the rude ribs of that ^ciejit castle;



Sc. 3. KING RICHARD U. 221

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parle

Into his -iiin*d ears, and thus deliver.

Harry Bolingbroke

On both his knees doth kiss king Richard's hand;
And sends allegiance, and true faith of hearty

To his most royal person : hither come
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power ;

*'

Provided that, my banishment repeal'd,

And lands restor'd again, be freely granted

:

If not, I'll use the advantage of my power,
And lay the summer's dust with showers of blood,

Rain'd from the wounds of slaughter'd Englishmen :

The which, how far off from the mind of Boling-

broke
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench
The fresh green lap of fair king Richard's land.

My stooping duty tenderly shall show.
Go, signify as much ; while here we march
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain.

[^NorChurn/ierinnd advances to the cnstU, with
n trumpet.

Let's march without the noise of threat*ning drum.
That from the castle's totter'd battlements

Our fair appointments may be well perus'd.

Methinks, king Richard and myself should meet
With no less terror than the elements
Of fire and water, when their thund'ring shock

At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven.

Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water:
'i'he rage be his, while on the earth I rain

My waters ; on the eai'th, and not on him.
March on, and mark king Richard how he looks.

^ parle Sounded, and answered hy another trumpet
within. Flourish. Enter on the walls Kin^
RICHARD, the Bishop of CARLISLE, AU-
MERLE, SCROOP, and SALISBURY.
York. See, see, king Richard doth himself appear.

As doth the blushing discontented sun
From out the fiery portal of the east

;

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent
To dim his glory, and to stain the track
Of bis bright passage to the Occident.

Yet looks he like a king ; behold, his eye,

As briglit as is the eagle's, lightens forth

Controlling majesty ; Alack, alack, for woe.
That any ijarm should staiu so fair a show !
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/k.Rich. We are amaz'd ; and thus long have
\ve stood

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,
[7b Northumberland.

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king :

And if we be. how dare thy joints forget
To pay their awful duty to our presence?
If we be not, show us the hand of God
That hath dismiss'd us from our stewardship :

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone
Can gripe the secret handle of our sceptre,
Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp.
And though you think, that all, as you have done.
Have torn their souls, by turning them from us.
And we are barren, and bereft of friends
Yet know,—my master, God omnipotent,
Is must'ring in his clouds, on our behalf.
Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike
Your children yet unborn, and unbegot.
That lift your Tassal hands a^-ftinst my h»ad.
And threat the glory of my precious crown.
Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond', methinks, he is,)

That every stride he makes upon my land.
Is dangerous treason : He is come to ope
The purple testament of bleeding war

;

But ere tlie crown he looks for live in peace.
Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers' sons
Shall ill become the flower of England's face

;

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace
To scarlet indignation, and bedew
Her pastures' grass with faithful English Wood.

North. The King of heaven forbid, our lord the
king

Should so with civil and uncivil arms
Be rush'd upon ! Thy thrice-noble cousin,
Harry Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand;
And by the honourable tomb he swears.
That stands upon thy royal grandsire's bones

;

And by the royalties of both your bloods,
Currents, that spring from one most gracious head;
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt

;

And by the worth and honour of himself.
Comprising all, that may be sworn or said,—

•

His Coming hither hath no further scope.
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg
Enfranchisement immediate ou his knees :

Which on thy royal party granted once.
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I Hifl glittering arms he will commend to rust.

His barbed .steeds to stables, and his heart

To faithful service of your majesty.

This swears he, as he is a prince, is just;

And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him.
K.Rich. Northumberland, say,—thus, the king

returns ;

His noble cousin is right welcome hither
;

And all the number of his fair demands

I

Shall be accomplish'd without contradiction

:

With all the gracious utteranc* thou hast.

Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.

—

We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not,

[ To j4um€rle.
To look so poorly, and to speak so fair ?

Shall W8 call back Northumberlitnd, and send
Defiance to the traitor, and so die I

^am. No, good my lord ; let's fight with gentle
words,

Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful
swords.

K.Rich. O God! O God! that e'er this tongue
of mine,

,
That laid the sentence of dread banishment
On yon proud man, should take it off again

I With words of sooth ! O, that I were as great
As is my grief, or lesser than my name !

Or that I could forget what I have been !

Or not remember what I must be now

!

Swell'st thou, proud heart ? I'll give thee scope to

beat.

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me.
j4um. Northumberland comes back from Boling-

broke.
K.Rich. What must the king do nowT Must he

submit?
The king shall do it. Must he be deposed?
The king shall be contented : Must he lose
The name of king ? o'God's name, let it go :

ril give my jewels, for a set of beads

;

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage
j

My gay apparel, for an alms-man's gown;
My figur'd goblets, for a dish of wood ;

My sceptre, for a palmer's walking-staff";

My subjects, for a pair of carved saints
;

And my large kingdom for a little grave,
A little little grave, an obscure grave
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Or I'll be buried in the king's highway.
Some way of common trade, where subjects' feet
May houi-ly trample on their sovereign's head :

For on my heart they tread, now whilst I live
;And, buried once, v-hy not upon my head ?

Aumerle.thou weep'st; my tender-hearted cousin !—
We'll make foul weather with despised tears

;Our sicths, and they, shall lodge the summer com,
And make a dearth in this revolting land.
Or shall we play the wantons with our woes,
And make some pretty match with shedding tears?
As thus ;—To drop them still upon one place.
Till they have fretted us a pair of graves
Within the earth; and, therein laid,~T/tere lies
Two kinsmen, digs'd (heir gravss with weeping eyes?
Would not this ill do well.'—Well, well, fsee
I talk but idly, and you mock at me.

—

Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland,
What says king Bolingbroke ? will his majesty
Give Richard leav^ to live, till Richard die,'
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says—ay.

North. My lord, in the base court he doth attend
To speak with you; may't please you to come down

!

A.Rich. Down, down, I come; like glistering
Phaeton,

Wanting the manage of unruly jades.
\^NorCk. retires to BoHng,

In the base court ? Base court,where kings grow base,
To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace.
In the base court ? Come down t Down court ! down

king!
For night-owls shriek, where mounting larks should

sing. \_Eaeunt from above.
Baling. What says his majesty ?

North. Sorrow and grief of heart
Makes him speak fonaly like a fraettick man :

Yet he is come.

Eater King RICHARD, and his Attendants, ae/ow.

Baling. S.tand all apart.
And show fair duty to his majesty.
My gracious lord,— {Kneeling.
K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princdy

knee.
To make the base earth proud with kissing it

:

Me rather had, my heart might feel your love.
Than my unpleaa'd eye see your courtesy.
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Up, cousin, up ; your heart is up, I know.
Thus high at least, [Ihuchir.g his own head.'] al-

thoU)ih your knee be low.

Baling. My gracious lord,I come but for mine oivn.

K. Rich, Your own is yours, and I am yours, and
all.

Botinif. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord,

As my "true service shall deserve your love.

K. Rich. Well you deserve :—They well deserve

to have.

That know the strong'st and surest way to get.—
Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes :

Tears show their love, but want their remedies.

—

Cousin, I am too young to be your father,

Though you are old enough to be my heir.

What you will have, I'll give, and willing too ;

For do we must, what force will have us do.

—

Set on towards London :— Cousin, is it so ?

Boling. Yea, my good lord.

A. Rich. Then I must not say. aa.

{Flourish . Exmnt,

SCENE IV.

Langley. The Duke of York's garden.

Enter the Queen, and two Ladies.

Queen. What spQrt shall we devise here in this

garden,
To drive away the heavy thought of care ?

1 Lady. Madam, we'll play at bowls.

Queen. Twill make me think.

The world is full of rubs, and that my fortune

Runs 'gainst the bias.

1 Lariy. Madam, we will dance.

Queen. My lejjs can keep no measure in delight,

When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief.

Therefore, no dancing, tjirl ; some other sport.

I Lady. Madam, we'll tell tales.

Queen. Of sorrow, or of joy i

1 Lady. Of either, madam,
Queen. Of neither, girl

:

For if of joy, being altogether v?anting,

It doth remember me the more of sorrow ;

Or if of grief, being altogether had,
_

It adds more sorrow to my want of joy :

For what I have, I need not to repeat

;

And what I want, itf boots not to complain.
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1 Lndy. Madam, 1*11 sing.

Queen. 'Tis Well, that thou hast cause;
But thou should'st please me better, would'st thou

weep

,

1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you
good.

Queen, And X could weep, would weeping do me
good.

And never borrow any tear of thee.
But stay, here come the gardeners :

Jjet's step into the shadow of these trees.—

Enter a Gardener, and two Servants.

My wretchedness unto a row of pins.
They'll talk of state ; for every one doth so
Agamst a change : Woe is forerun with woe.

[Queen and Ladies retire.

Gard. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apiicocks>
Which, like unruly children, make their sire
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight :

Give some supportance to the bending twit's.

—

Go thou, and like an executioner,
Cut off the heads of too-fast-growing sprays,
That look too lofty on our commonwealth :

All must be even in our government.
You thus employ'd, I will go root away
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers.

1 Serv. Why should we, in the compass of a pale
Keep law, and form, and due proportion,
ShoAviog, as in a model, our fii-m estate /

When our sea-walled garden, the whole land.
Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok'd up,
Her fruit trees all imprun'd, her hedges ruin'd.
Her knots disorder'd, and her wholesome herbs
Swarming with caterpillars ?

Gard. Hold thy peace :—
He, that hath suffer'd this disorder'd spring.
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf:
The weeds,' that his broad spreading leaves did

shelter.
That seem'd in eating him to hold him up.
Are pluck'd up, root and all, by Bolingbroke

;

I mean the earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, ~Green.
1 Serv. What, are th^ dead ?

Gard. They are ; and Bolingbroke
Hathseiz'd the wasteful king.—Oh! Whatpity isit.
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J That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land.
As we this garden! We at time of year

I

Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees;

Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood,
With too much riches it confound itself :

Had he done so to great and growing men,
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taste

Their fruits of duty. All superfluous branches
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live

:

Had he done so, himself had borne the crown,
Which waste of idle hours bath quite thrown down.

1 Serv. What, think you then, the king shall be
depos'd ?

Gard. Depress'd he is already ; and depos'd
'Tis doubt, he will be : Letters came last night
To a dear friend of the good duke of York's,
That tell black tidings.

Queen. O, I am press'd to death,
I
Through want of speaking !—Thou, old Adam's

Set to dress this garden, how dares
Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasing news?

I

What Eve, what serpent hath suggested thee
I
To make a second fall of cursed man t

Why dost thou say, king Richard is depos'd f

Dar'st thou, thou little better thing than earth,

Di^•ine his downfal ? Sa^, where, when, aiid how,
Cam'st thou by these ill tidings ? speak, thou wretch.

Oard. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I,

To breathe this news
;
yet, what I say, is true.

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold
Of Bulingbroke; their fortunes both are weigh 'd :

In your lord's scale is nothing but himself.

And some few vanities, that make him light;

But in the balance of great BoUngbroke,
Besides himself, are all the English peers.

And with that odds he weighs king Richard down.
Post you to London, and you'll find it so ;

i speak no more than every one doth know.
Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of

foot,

Both not thy embassage belong to me.
And am I last that knows it ? O, thou think'st

To serve me last, that I may longest keep
Thy son-ow in my breast.—Come, ladies, go,

To meet at London London's king in woe.^
What, was I born to this ! that my sad look
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Should gi'ace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ?—
Gardener, for telling me thi^ news of woe,
I would, the plants thou graft'st, may never grow.

iKa tu.nt Queen and Indies.
Crard. Poor queen ! so that thy state might be

no worse,
I would my skill were subject to thy curse-
Here did she drop a tear

;
here, in this place,

1 U set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace :

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen,
In the remembrance of a weeping queen. \_Exeiint.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

London. JVestminster Hall,

The Lords spiritual on the right side of the throne ; the
Lords temporalon the left; the Commons below. EnterBOLINGBROKE, AUMERLE, SURREY,
NORTHUMBERLAND, PERCY, 1- ITZWA-
'A?,',."'"'''^*'' ^'^^'"P o/CARLISLE, ^dbot
0/ WESTMINSTER, and Attenda7its. Oman
behind, with IJAGOT.
Holing. Call forth Bagot :

Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind
;What dost thou know of noble Gloster's death;

\V ho wrought it with the king, and who peiform'd
Ihe bloody office of his timeless end.
Bagot. Then set before my face the lord Aumerle.
£o/in^.Cousin,standforth,and look upon that man.
£agoS. My lord Aumerle, 1 know your daviiii;

tongue ^

Scorns to unsay what oree it hath deliver'd.
In tliat dead time, when Gloster's death was plotted,
1 heard you say,—/s not my arm of length.
That reticheth from the restful English court
As far as Calais, to my uncle's head!
Amongst much other talk, that very time,
I heard you say, that you had rather refuse
1 he oiTer of an hundred thousand crowns.
Than Bolingbroke's return to England

;Adding ivithal, how blest this land would be.
In this your cousin's death.

t«r^"'"'
Piinoes, and noble lords,

What answer shall I make to this base man ?
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars.
On equal terras to give him chastisement ?
Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd

I
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With tlie attainder of his slaiid'rous lips.—

—

There is my gage, the manual seal of death.
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou liest.

And will maintain, what thou hast said, is false.

In thy heart-Tjlood, though being all too base
To stain the temper of my knightly swoi-d.

Holing. Bagot, forbear, thou shalt iHit take it tip.

/lum. Excepting one, I would he were the best
In all this presence, that hath mov'd me so.

Ficz. If that thy valour stand on sympathies.
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine :

By that fair sun, that shows me, where thou stand'st,

1 heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak'st it.

That thou wert cause of noble Gloster's death.
If thou deny'st it, twenty times thou liest

;

And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart.
Where it was forged, with my rapier's point.
Aum. Thou dar'st not, coward, live to see that day.
Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour.
Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this,

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as true.
In this appeal, as thou art all unjust

:

And, that thou art so, there I tiiro.v my gage,
T.0 prove it on thee to the extremest point
Of mortal breathing ; seize it, if thou dar'st.

And if I do not, may my hands rot off.

And never brandish more revengeful steel
Over the glittering helmet of my foe !

Lord. 1 take the earth to the like, forsworn
Aumerle

;

And spur thee on ivith full as many lies
As may be hoUa'd in thy treacherous ear
From suu to sun : there is my honour's pawn ;

Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st.

Aurn. Who sets me else ? by heaven, I'll throw
at all

:

I have a thousand spirits in one breast.
To answer twenty thousand such as you.
Surrey. My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well

The very time Aumerle and you did talk.
Fitz. My lord, 'tis true: you were in presence

then

;

And you can witness with me, this is true.
Surrey. As false, by heaven,as heaven itself is true.
Fitz. Surrey, thou liest.

Surrey, Dishonourable boy

!

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword,
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That it shall render vengeance and revenge,
Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie

In earth as quiet as thy father's scull.
In proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn

;

Enfi;age it to the trial, if thou dar'st.
Fitz . How fondly dost thou spur a forward hone

!

If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live,
I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness,
And spit upon him, whilst I say, he lies.

And lies, and lies ; there is my bond of faith,
To tie thee to my strong correction.

—

As I intend to thrive in this new world,
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal :

Besides, I heard the hanish'd Norfolk say.
That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men
To execute the noble duke at Calais.
j4um. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage.

That Norfolk lies ; here do I throw down this.
If he may be repeal'd to try his honour.

Boeing. These differences shall all rest under

Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repeal'd he shall be.
And, though mine enemy, restor'd again
To all his land and signories ; when he's return'd,
Against Aumerle we will enforce tliis trial.

Cur. That honourable day shall ne'er be seen.—

>

Many a time hath bauish'd Norfolk fought
For Jesu Christ ; in glorious Christian tield
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross.
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens :

And, toil'd with works of war, retir'd himself
To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave
His body to that pleasant country's earth.
And his pure soul unto his captain Christ,
Under whose colours he had fought so long.

. Soling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead i

Car. As sure as I live, my lord.
Holing. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to

the bosom
Of good old Abraham !—Lords appellants.
Your differences shall all rest under gage,
Till we assign you to your days of trial.

Enter YORK, attended.

York. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee f

From plume-pluck'd Richard ; who with willing
soul
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Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields
To the possession of thy royal hand

:

Ascend his throne, descending now fcom him,

—

And long live Henry, of that name the fourth !

Baling. Jn God's name, I'll ascend the regal
throne.

Car. Marry, God forbid !

—

"Worst in this royal presence may I speak,
Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth.
"Would God, that any in this noble presence
Were enough noble to be upright judge
Of noble Richard ; tlien true nobleness would
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong.
What subiect can give sentence on his king?
And who sits here, that is not Richard's subject?
Thieves are not judg'd, bat they are by to hear.
Although apparent guilt be seen in them :

And shall the figure of God's majesty.
His captain, steward, deputy elect.

Anointed, crowned, planted many years.
Be judg'd by subject and inferior breath.
And he himself not present J O, forbid it, God,
That, in a Chrxstiai,! climate, souls refin'd
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed!
I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks,
Stirr'd up by heaven thus boldly for his king.
My lord of Hereford here, whom vou call Ifing,
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king :

And if you crown him, let me prophesy,

—

The blood of English shall manure the ground.
And future ages groan for this foul act;
Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels.

And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ;
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny.
Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd
The field of Golgotha, and dead men's skulls.

O, if you rear this house against this house.
It will the woefullest division prove.
That ever fell upon this cursed earth :

Prevent, resist it, let it not be so,

Lest child, child's children, cry against you—woe !

North. Well have you avgu'd, sir
;
and, for yaoe

pains.
Of capital treason we arrest you here :

—

My lord of Westminster, be it your cliarge.

To keep him safely till his day of trial.--
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May it please you, lords, to grant the commons' suit.

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common
view

He may surrender ; so we shall proceed
"Without suspicion.

York. I will be his conduct. [Exit,
Baling. Loi-ds, you that iire here under our arrest.

Procure your sureties for your days of answer:—
Ijitlle are we beholden to your love, \_To Carlisle.

And little look'd for at your helping hands.

Re-enter YORK, with King RICHARD, and Of-
ficers bearing the crown, ^-c,

A'. Rich. Alaclf, why am I sent for to a king.
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts
Wherewith I reign'd? I hardly yet have learn'd
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee :

—

Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me
To this submission. Yet I well remember
The favours of these men : Were they not mine f

Did they not sometime cry, all hail \ to me t

So Judas did to Christ : but he, in twelve,
t'ound truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thousand,

none.
Cod save the king !—Will no man say amen?
Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen.
God save the king I although I be not he _;

And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me.—
To do what service am I sent for hither?

York. To do that ofBce, of thine own good will.

Which tired majesty did make thee offer,——

•

The resignation of thy state and crown
To Henry Bolingbroke.
K.Hich, Give me the crown:—Here, cousin,

seize the crown
;

Here, on this side, my liand ; on that side, thine,

Now is this golden crown like a deep well.
That owes two buckets lllling one another;
The emptier ever dancing in the air.

The other diiwn, unseen, and full of water :

That bucket down, and full of tears, am I,

Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high.

Bolini^. I thought you had been willing to resign.

K.Ricli. My crown, I am j but still my griefit

are mine

;

You may my glories and my state depose,
But not my griefs j still I am king of those-
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Holing. Part of your cares you give me with your
crown.

K. Rich. Your cares set up, do not pluck my cares
down.

My care is—loss of care, by old care done-;
Your care is—gain of care, by new care won

:

The cares, I give, T have, though given away

;

They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay.
Baling. Are you contented to resign the crown 1

K.Rivk. Ay, no ;—no, ay :—for I must nothing be;
Therefore no no, for I resign to thee.

Now mark me how I will undo myself:

—

I give this heavy weight from off my head.
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand.
The pride of kingly sway from out my heart';
With mine own tears 1 wash away my balm.
With mine own hands I give away my crown,
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state.
With mine own breath release all duteous oaths:
All pomp and majesty I do forswear

;

My manors, rents, revenues, I forego
;

My acts, decrees, and statutes, I deny:
God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me

!

God keep all vows unbroke, are made to tnee !

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd
j

And thou with all pleas'd, that hast all achiev'd !

Long may*st thou live in Richard's seat to sit.

And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit !

God save king Henry, unking'd Richard says.
And send him many years of sunshine days !

—

What more remams ?

North. No more, but that you read
[_Offering a paper.

These accusations, and these grievous crimes.
Committed by your person, and your followei-s.
Against the state and profit of this land

;

That, by confessing them, the souls of men
May deem that you are worthily depos'd.
K.Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel out

My weav'd up follies ? Gentle Northumberland,
If thy offences were upon record.
Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop.
To read a lecture of them ? If thou would'st.
There should'st thou find one heinous article,

—

Containing the deposing of a king,
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath,

—

Mark'd with ablot, daiau'd ia the book of heaven :—
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Nay, all of you, that staud and look upon me,
"Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself,

—

Thout,h some of you, wiih Pilate, wash your haiids>
Showing an outward pity

; yet you Pil'ates
Have here deli¥er'd me to my sour cross.
And water cannot wash away your sin.

Xorth. My lord, dispatch J read o'er these articles,-
K. Hich. Mine eyes are full of leass* I cannot see -

And yet salt water blinds them not so much.
But they can see a sort of traitors here.
Nay, if I turn miue eyes upon myself,,
I find myself a traitor with the rest

:

For I have given here my soul's consent.
To undeck the pompous body of a king

;

Make glory base ; and sovereignty, a slave;
Proud maiesty, a subject : stale, a peasant.

North. My lord
^

K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught, insulting;
man.

Nor no man's lord ; I have no name,, no title,

—

No, not that name was given me at the font,

—

But 'tis usurp'd ;—Alack the heavy day,.
That I have worn so many winters out.
And know not now what name to call myself!
O, that i were a mockery king of snow.
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke,
To melt myself away in water-drops !

—

Good king,—great kiug,—(and yecnot greatly good,i
An if my word be sterling yet in Enghiiid,
Let it command a mirror hither straight

;

That it may show me what a face I have.
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty.

Boling. Go somt of you, and fetch a Icoking-
glass. [^Exit an j4ttendant.

North. Read o'er this paper, while the glass doth
come.

K. Rich. Fiend ! thou torment'st me ere 1 come
to hell.

Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland^
North. The commons will not then be satisfied..

K. Rich. They shall be satis^fied ; I'll read enough^
When I do see the very book indeed
"Where all my sins are writ, and that's—myself.

RC'Cnter Attendant, with a glass.

Give me that glass, and therein will I read.

—

Ho deeper wriukles yet? Haih sorrow struck
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So many blows upon this face of mine,
And made no deeper wounds ?—O, flattering glass.
Like to my follow ers in prosperity.
Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face.
That every day under his household roof
Did keep ten tliousand men? Was this the face.
That, like the sun, did make beholders ^vink^
Was this the face, that fac'd so many follies.
And was at last out-fac'd by Bolingbroke?
A brittle glory shineth in this face :

As brittle as the glory is the face
;

[Dets/ies the glass ngainst tie ground.
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers.

—

Mark, silent kinp, the moral of this sport,

—

How soon my sorrow hath destroy'd my face.
Bollne- The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy'd

The shadow of your face.
A". Rich. Say that again.

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let's see :

—

'Tis very true, my grief lies all within

;

And these external manners of lament
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief,
Tliat swells with silence in the tortur'd soul

;

There lies the substance : and 1 thank thee, king,
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'st
Me ca-jse to wail, but teachest me the way
How to lament the cause. I'll beg one boon.
And then be gone, and trouble you no more.
Shall r obtain it?

Boling. Name it, fair cousin.
A'. Rtch. Pair cousin ? Why, I am greater than

a kinfj:

For, when I was a king, tny flatterers
Were then but subjects

;
being now a subject,

I have a king here to my flatterer.
Being so great, I have no need to beg.

Jioling. Yet ask.
K.Hick. And shall 1 have?
Baling. You shall.
K. Rich. Then give me leave to iro.

Boling. Whither?
A'. Rich, Whither you will, so I were from your

sights.

Boling. Go, some of you, convey him to the Tower,
K.Rich. O,good ! Convey?—Conveyers are you all.

That rise thus nimbly by a true king's fall.

[^Eaeuht K. Richard, some Lords, and a Guard,
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Sff/trt^.OnWednesday neit,we solemnly set down
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves.

[Eaeunc all but the Abbot, Bishop of Carlisle,

and Aumerle.
Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld.
Car. The woe's to come ; the children yet unborn

Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn,
Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot

To rid the realm of this pernicious blot?
Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind herein.

You shall not only take the sacrament
To bury mine intents, but to effect

Whatever 1 shall happen to devise :
—

I see your brows are full of discontent.
Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears

;

Come home with me to supper ; I will lay
A plot, shall show us all a meiTy day. \Exmnt.

ACT V. SCENE I.

London. A street hading to ike Tower.

Enter Queen, and Ladies.

Queen. This way the Iting will come; this is the
way

To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower,
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord
Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Bolitigbroke :

Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth
Have any resting for her true king's queen.

Enter King RICHARD, and Guards.

Bat soft, but see, or rather do not see.

My fair rose wither : Yet look up ; behold
;

That you in pity may dissolve to dew.
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears.—
Ah, thou the model where old Troy did stand

;

Thou map of honour ; thou king Richard's tomb.
And not kin^ Richard ; thou most beauteous inn,

"Why should hard-favour'd grief be lodg'd in thee.

When triumph is become an alehouse guest?
A'. Rich. Join notwith grief,fairwoman,donotso,

To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul.

To think our foi-mer state a happy dream ;

From which awak'd, the truth of what we are

Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet.
To grim necessity ; and he and I

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France,
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And cloister tliee in some religious house

:

Our holy lives must win a new world's crown,
Which our profane hours here have stricken down.

Oueen. What, is my Richard both in shape and
mind

Transform'd, and weakened 1 Hath Bolinghroke

Depos'd thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart ?

The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw,
Aud wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage

To he o'erpower'd ; and wilt thou, pupil-like.

Take thy correction mildly 1 kiss the rod
;

And fawn on rage with base humility.

Which art a lion, and a king of beasts?

K.Rich. A king of beasts, indeed; i£ aught but
beasts,

I had been still a happy king of men.
Good sometime queen.prepare thee hence for France :

Think, I am dead ; and that even here thou tak'st.

As from my death-bed, my last living leave.

hi winter's tedious ni[;hts sit by the fire

With good old folks : and let them tell thee tales

Of woeful ages, long ago betid :

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief.

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me,
And send the hearers weeping to their beds.

For why, the senseless brands will sympathize
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue.
And, in compassion, weep the fire out:
And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black.

For the deposing of a rightful king.

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND, attended.

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is

«hang'd

;

You must to Fomfret, not unto the Tower.—
And, madam, there is order ta'en for you;
With all swift speed you must away to France.
K.Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder, where-

withal
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne,—
The time shall not be many hours of age

More than it is, ere foul sin, gatherint? head.
Shall break into corruption : thou shalt think.

Though he divide the realm, and give thee half,

It is too little, helping him to all

;

And he shall think, that thou, which know'st the way
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again.
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Being ne*er so little urg'd, another way
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne.
'I'he love of wicked friends converts to fear

;

That fear, to hate ; and hate turns one or both.
To worthy danger, and deserved death.

-Vorih^my guilt be on my head, and there an end.
Take leave, and part; for you must part forthwith.

K. Rich. Doubly divorcM 1—Bad men, ye violate
A twofold marriage; 'twixt my crown and me;
And then, betwixt me and my married wife.—
JLet me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and me

;

And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas made.

—

Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north.
Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime ;

My wife to France ; from whence, set forth in pomp.
She came adorned hither like sweet May,
Sent back like Hallowmas, or short'st of day.

Queen. And must we be divided .' must we part?
K.Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and

heart from heart.
Queen, fianish us both, and send the king with me.
^orih. That were some love, but little policy.
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go.
A". Rich. So two, together weepins;, make one woe.

Weep thoii for me in France, I for thee here
;

Better far off, than—near, be ne'er the near'.
Go, count thy way with sighs ; I, mine with groans.

Queen. So longest way shall have the longest
moans.

AT, Rich. Twice for one step I'll groan, the way
being short,

And piece the way out with a heavy heart.
Come, come, in wooing sorrow let's he brief.

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief.
On,e kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly pari

;

Thus give I mine, and thus I take thy heart.

[ 'J'hei/ kiss.

Queen. Give me mine own again ; 'twere no
good part.

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart,

\^Kiss again.
So, now I have mine own again, begone.
That r may strive te kill it with a groan.

JC. Rich. We make woe wanton with thia fond
delay :

0«ee more, adieu ; the rest lat sorrow say.
[Eieual
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SCENE II.

The same. A roam in the Duke of York's palace.

Enter YORK, and his Duchess.

Duch. My lord, you told me, you would tell the
rest,

"When weeping made you break the story off

Of our two cousins coming into London.
York. Where did I leave 1

Duck. At that sad stop, my lord.

When rudemissjovern'd hands, from window's tops.

Threw dust and rubbish on king Richard's bead.
York. Then, as f said, the dulce, great Boling-

bioke,

—

Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed.

Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know,

—

With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course.

While all tongues cried—God save thee, Boling-
broke

!

You would have thought the very windows spake.
So many greedy looks of young and old
Through casements darted their desiring eyes
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls.
With painted imag'ry, had said at once,—
Jesu preserve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke !

Whilst he, from one side to the other turning.

Bare-headed, lower (han his proud steed's neck,
Bespake them thus,— I thank you, countrymen:
And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along.
Duch. Alas, poor Richard! where rides he the

while ?

York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men;
After a well-grac'd acior leaves the stage.

Are idly bent on him, that enters next.

Thinking his prattle to be tedious

:

E\en so, or with much more contempt, men's eyes
Did scowl on Richard

;
ap man cried, God save him ;

INo joyful longue gave him his welcome home :

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head
;

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,—
His face still combating with tears and smiles.

The badges of his grief and patience,

—

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel'd

The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted.
And barbarism itsolf Iiave pitied him.
But heaven bath a hand iu these events j
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To whose high will we bound our calm contents.
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now.
Whose state and honour I for aye allow.

Enter AUMERLE.
Duck. Here comes my son Aumerle.
Yurk. Aumerle that was

;

But that is lost, for being Richard's friend.

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now

:

I am in parliament pledge for his truth,

And lasting fealty to the new-made king.

jOucJ^.Welcome,my son ; Who are the violets now,
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring?

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not

:

God knows, I had as lief be none, as one,
York. Well, bear you well in this new spring of

time.

Lest you be cropp'd before you come to prime,
What ne^vs from Oxford? hold those justs and

triumphs T

Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do.
York, You will be there, I know,
Aum. If God prevent it not, I purpose so.

Yurk, What seal is that, that hangs without tliy

bosom?
Yea, look'st thou pale ? let me see the writing.

Aum. My lord, *tis nothing.
York. No matter then who sees it

:

I will be satisfied, let me see the writing.

Aura. I do beseech your grace to pardon me;
It is a matter of small consequence,
Which for some reasons I would not have seen.

York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see.

I fear, I fear, •

-Ouch. What should you fear?

*Tis nothing but some bond, that he is enter'd into

For gay apparel, 'gainst the triumph day.
York. Bound to himself? what doth he with a

bond.
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool.

—

Boy, let me see the writing,

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me ; I may not

show it.

York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, T say.

[Snatches it, and rends.

Treason ! foul treason !—villain ! traitor ! slave I

Duch. What is the matter, my lord ?
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York. Ho ! who is within there ? [Enter a Ser-
vant.'\ Saddle my horse.

God for his mercy 1 what traachery is here !

Duck. Why, what is it, my lord?

York. Give me my boots, I say ; saddle my horee

:

Now l>y mine honour, by my life, my troth,

I will appeach the villain. \Exit Servant.

Duch. What's the matter?
York. Peace, foolish woman.
Buck. I will not peace What is the matter, son?

Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no more
Than my poor life must answer.
Duch. Thy life answer!

Re-enter Servant, Kith hoots.

York. Bring me my boots, I will unto the Mng.
Duch. Strike him, Aumerle.—Poor boy, tliou

art amaz'd :
—

Hence, villain j never more come in my sight.

—

[7'o the Servant.

York. Give me my boots, I say.

Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do?
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own ?

Have we more sons T or are we like to have ?

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time ?

And ^vilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age.

And rob me of a happy mother's name?
Is he not like thee? is he not thine own?

York. Thou fond mad woman,
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ?

A dozen of them here have ta*en the sacrament.

And interchangeably set down their hands.

To kill the king at Oxford.
Duch. He shall be none;

We'll keep him here : Then what is that to him ?

York. Away,
Fond woman ! were he twenty times my son,

1 would appeach him.
Duck. Hadst thou groan'd for him,

As I have done, thou'dst be more pitiful.

But now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspect,

That I have been disloyal to thy bed.

And that he is a bastard, not thy son

:

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind i

He is as like thee as a man may he.

Not like to me, or any of my kin.

And yet I love him.
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York. Mate way, unruly woman. [E.iU.
Ouch. Aftei-.Aumerle

; mount thee upon Iiis horse;
Spur, post ; antl get before him to the king.
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee.
I'll not be long behind

;
though 1 be old,

I doubt not biit to ride as fast as York :

And never will I rise up from the ground,
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee : Away

;

Begone. lE^t-eunt.

SCENE III.

/rindsor. ^ room in the Castle.

Enter BOLINGBROKE as King; PERCY, and
other Lords.

Baling. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son ?
*Tis full three months, since I did see him last:—
If any plague liang over us, 'tis he.
I would to God, my lords, he might be fonnd :

Inquire at London, 'mongst the taverns there.
For thisre, they say, he daily doth frequent.
With unrestrained loose companions

;

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes.
And beat our watch, and rob our passengers

;

While he, young, wanton, and eflfeminate boy.
Takes on the point of honour, to support
So dissolute a crew.
Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw the

prince

;

And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford, r

lidling. And what said the gallant ?

Percy. His answer was,—he would unto the stewsj
And trom the common'st creature pluck a glove,
And wear it as a favour; and with that
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger.

^o/i»^. Asdissolute.as desperate: yet,throughboA
I see some sparkles of a better hope,

'

Which elder days may happily bring forth.
But who comes here?

Enter AUMERLE, hastily.

-^"'«
, Where is the king?

Bolittg. What means
Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly?
^um. God save your grace. I do beseech your

majesty,
To have some conference with your grace alone.
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Boline. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here
alone.— \^B.Teunt Percy and Lords^

What is the matter %vith our cousin now /

^um. For ever may my knees grow to the earth.

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth.
Unless a pardon, ere I rise, or speak.

Boling. Intended, or committed, was this fault?
If but tne first, how heinous ere it be.

To win thy after-love, I pare? on thee.

Aum . Then give me leave, that 1 may turn the key.
That no man enter till my tale be done.
BoHng.'K3.ye thy desire. \_y^umer/e locks the door.

York. [fVii/iin.'\ My liege, beware ; look to thyself;

Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there.

Boling. Villain, I'll make thee safe. [Drawi7ig.
j4um. Stay thy revengeful hand;

Thou hast no cause to fear.

York. [H'tt/nn."] Open the door, secure, fool-hardy
king:

Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face ?

Open the door, or I will break it open.
{Bolingbroke opens the door.

Knier YORK.
Boling. What is the matter, uncle ? speak ;

Recover breath ; tell us hew near is danijer.

That we may arm us to encounter it.

I'or^'. Peruse this writing here,and thou shall know
The treason that niy haste forbids me show.

ylum. Remember,as thou read'st,thy promise past:
I do repent me; read not my name there.

My heart is not confederate with my hand.
l'orA-.' rwas,villain,ere thy hand did set it down,

—

I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king
;

Fear, and not love, begets his penitence :

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove
A serpent, that will sting thee to the heart.

Boltng. O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy !—
0 loyal father of a treacherous son

!

Thou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain.
From whence this stream through muddy passages>
Hath held his current, and de^l'd himself

!

Thy overflow of good converts to bad

;

And thy abundant goodness shall excuse
This deadly blot in thy digressing son.

lor*. So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd
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And he shall spend mine honour with his shame.
As thriftless sons theiv scraping fathers' gold.
Mine honocr lives, when his dishonour dies.
Or my sham'd life in his dishonour lies :

Thou kill'st me in his life
;
giving him breath.

The traitor lives, the true man's put to dffath.

Duch. ]^WUhin.'\ What ho, my liege !—for God's
sake let me in.

Boling. What shrill-voic'd suppliant makes this

eager cry ?

Duch . A woman, and thine aunt, great king ; 'tis T,

Speak with me, pity me, open the door;
A beggar begs, that never begg'd before.

Boling, Our scene is alter d—from a serious thing,

And now chang'd to The Beggar and the King.—
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in

;

I know, she's come to pray for your foul sin.

York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pvay,
More sins, for his forgiveness, prosper may.
This fester'd joint cut off, the rest rests sound ;

This, let alone, will all the rest confound.

•Enter Duchess.

Duch. O king, believe not this hard-hearted man;
Love, loving not itself, none other can.

York. ITiou frantic woman, what dost thou malce

here ?

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear?
Duck. Sweet York, be patient : Hear me, gentle

liege. \_Knetls.

Boling. Rise up, good aunt.
Duch. Not yet, I thee beseech :

For ever will I kneel upon my knees.
And never see day, that the happy sees,
Till thou give joy ; until tliou bid me joy,
JBy pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy.
^um. Unto my mother's prayers, I bend my knee.

\_Kneisls.

York. Against them both, my true joints bended i

be . \_KneeU.

Ill may'st thou thrive, if thou grant any e;race !

Duch. Pleads he in earnest? look upon nis face;

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest;

His words come from his mouth,ours from our breast!

He prays but faintly, and would be denied
;We pray with heart, and soul, and all beside;

His weaiy joints would gladly rise, I know \

i
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Our knees shall kneel, till to the ground they grow :

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy
;

Ours, of true zeal, and deep integrity.

Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have
That mercy which true prayers ought to have.
Holing. Good aunt, stand up.
Diich. Kay, do not say—stand up;

But, pardon, first; and afterwards, stand up.
An if I were thv nurse, thy tongue to teach.
Pardon—should be the first word of thy speech.
I never long'd to hear a word till now

;

Say—pardon, king, let pity teach thee how :

The word is short, but not so short as sweet

;

Wo word like pardon, for kings' mouths so meet.
York. Speak it in Frenchfkin?; say,pardonnez mojf.
Duch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ?

Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord,
That BCt'st the word itself against the word !

—

Speak, pardon, as 'tis current in our land;
The chopping French we do not understand.
Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there

:

Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear

;

That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce^
Pity may move thee, pardon to rehearse.
Baling. Good aunt, stand up.
Duck. I do not sue to stand.

Pardon is all the suit, I have in hand.
Baling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon ine.
Duch. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee !

Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again

;

Twice saying pardon, doth not pardon twain.
But makes one pardon strong.

Baling. With all my heart
I pardon him.
Duch. A god on earth thou art.—
Baling. But for our trusty brother-in-law,—and

the abbot,
"With all the rest of that consorted crew,

—

Destruction straiglit shall dog them at the heels.-^
Good uncle, help to order several powers
To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are :

They shall not live within this world, I swear.
But I will have them, if I once know where.
Uncle, farewell,—and cousin too, adieu :

Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true.
Duch. Come, ray ola son;—I pray God make

thee new. {Exeunt.
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SCENE IV.

EnUf KXTON, and a Servant.

Exton. Didst thoa not mark tl e king, what words
he spake ?

Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear ?

Was it not so ?

Serv. Those were his very words.

Exton. Have I no friend? quoth he ; he spake it

twice.
And urg'd it twice together ; did he not ?

Serv. He did.
Exton. And speaking it, he wistfully look'd on me;

As who should s;ty,

—

V would, thou wert the man
That would divorce this terror from my heart

;

Meaning, the kins; at Pomfret. Come, let's rjo ;

I am the king's friend, and will rid liis foe.

\_Exeunt.

SCENE V.

Pomfret. The dungeon of the Castle.

Enter King RICHARD.
K. Rich. I have been studying hew to compare

This prison, where I live, unto the world

:

And, iqv because the world is populous.

And here is not a creature hut mytelf,

I cannot do it ;—Yet I'll hammer it out.

My brain I'll prove the fen?ale to my soul

;

My soul, the father : and these two beget

A generation of stiU-bveedinti thoughts.

And these same thoughts people this little world

;

In humours, like the people of this world,

For no thought is contented. The better sort,—

As thoughts of things divine,—ara iiitermU'd

With scruples, and do set the word itself

Against the word :

As thus,— Comff, Utile ones; and then again,—

It is as hard to cotne, as fdr a camel

To thread the postern of a needle's eye.

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot

Unlikely wonders ; how these vain weak nails

May tear a passage through the flinty ribs

Of this hard woidd, my ragged prison walls

;

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride.

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themselves,—

That they are not the first of fortuoe's sUves,
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I Nor shall not he the last; like silly beggars.
Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame,

—

That many have, and others must sit there t

And in this thought they find a kind of ease.
Bearing their own misfortune on the back
Of such as have before endur'd the like.
Thus play I, in one person, many people,

I

And none contented: Sometimes am I a king,;
(
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar^
And so I am : Then crushing penury
Persuades me, I was better, when a king

;

Then am I king'd again : and, by-and-by.
Think, that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke,
And straight am nothing But, whatever I am.
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is.

With nothing shall be pleas'd, till he be eas'd
With being nothing.—Musick do I hear? [Musicitf
Ha, ha ! keep time;—How sour sweet musick is.
When time is broke, and no proportion kept

!

So is it in the musick of men's lives.
And here have I the daintiness of ear.
To check time broke in a disorder'd string;
But, for the concord of my state and time.
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke.
I wasted time, and now doth time waste me.
For now hath time made me his numb'ring clock :

My thoughts are minutes : and, with sighs, they jar
Their watches on to mine eyes, the outward watch.
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point.
Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears.
Now, sir, the sound, that tells what hour it is.

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart.
Which is the bell : So sighs, and tears, and groans.
Show minutes, times, and liours :—but my time
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy.
While I stand fooling here, his Jack o'the clock.
This musick mads me, let it sound no more;
For, though it have holpe madmen to their wits,

' In me, it seems it will make wise men mad.
Yet blessing on his heart, that gives it me !

For 'tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world.

Enter Groom.

Groom. Hail, royal prince!
A", /tich. Thanks, noble pearj

Th« cheapest of us is ten groats too dear.
95
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"What art thou? and how comest thoti hither.

Where no man ever comes, but that sad dog.

That brings me food, to make misfortune live !

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king.

When thou wert king
;
ivho,tTavelling towardsYork,

With much ado, at length have gotten leave

To look upon my sometimes master's face,

O, how it yem'd my heart, when I beheld
In London streets that coronation day.

When BolingbroVe rode on roan Barbaiy

!

That horse, that thou so often hast bestrid

;

That horse, that I so carefully have dress'd!

A'.iZicA.Rode he onBarbary? Tell me,geutle friend.

How went he under him?
Groom. So proudly, as if he disdained the ground .

K. Rich. So proud, that Bolingbroke was on his

back

!

That jade hath eat bread from ray royal hand ;

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.
Would he not stumble ! would he not ftdl down,
(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck
Of that proud man, that did usurp his back?
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee.

Since thou, created to be aw'd by man.
Wast born to bear ? I was not made a horse ;

And yet ,1 bear a burden like an ass,

Spur-gall'd, and tir'd, byjauncing Bolingbroke.

Enter Keeper, wUk a dish.

Keep. Fellow, give place : here is no longer stay.
^ [To thtproovi.

K. iiicA.lf thouloveme, 'tis time thou wertaway.
Groom. What my tongue dares not, that niy

heart shall say.

Keep. My lord, will't please you to fall to t

K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do.

Keep. My lord, I dare not; sir Pierce of Exton, who
fjately oame from the king, commands the contrary.

K. Rick. The devil take Henry of Lancaster, and

thee

!

Patience is stale, and I am weary of it.

\_Beats the Keeper.

Keep. Help, help, help !

Enter EXTON, and Servants, armed,

a. Rich. How now? what means d,eath in this

rude assault ?



Sc. e. KING RICHARD II.

j

VUl&in, thy own hand yields thy death's instrument.
{Snntching a weapon, and kilting one.

Gq thou, and fill another room in hell.
\^He kills another, then Exton strikes him down.

That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire.

That staggers thus my person.—Exton, thy fierca
hand

1 Hath with the king's blood stain'd the Icing's own
land.

I Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high ;

Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die.

[Dies.
Exton. As full of valour, as of royal blood :

Both have I spilt; O, would the deed were good I

For now the cievil, that told me— I did well.
Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell.
This dead king to the living king I'll bear

r

Take heuce the reet, aud give them burial here.

\_Ex'euni_,

SCENE vr.
ff'indsor. A room in the Castle.

i Flourish. Enter BOLINGBROKE and YORK,
' loieh Lords, and /Jttendants.

Baling. Kind nncle York, the latest news we hear.
Is—that the rebels have consumM with fire

Our tomi of Cioester in Gloucestershire :

But whether they h^ ta'eu, or slain, we hear not.

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND.
Welcome, my lord : What is the naws ?

North. First, to thy sacred state I wish all hap-
piness.

The next news is,—I have to London sent
The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent:
The manner of their taking may appear
At large discoursed in this paper here.

[Presenting a paper.

,
Boting. We thank thee^gentle Percy,for thy pains

:

And to thy worth will add right worthy gaius.

Enter FITZWATER.
Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to LondoA

The heads of Brocas, and Sir Bennet Seely
j

Tivo of the dangerous consorted traitors.

Thai sought ^t Oxford thy dire overthrow.
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Boling. Thy pains, Filzwater, shall not be forgot

;

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot.

Enter PERCY, with the Bishop of CARLISLE.
Percy. The grand conspirator, abbot of West-

minster,
"With clog of conscience, and sour melancholy,
Hath yielded up his body to the ffrave ;

But here is Carlisle living, to abide
Thy kingly doom, and sentence of his pride.

Baling. Carlisle, this is your doom:^
Choose out some secret place, some reverend room.
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life;

So, as thou liv'st in peace, die free from strife :

For thouf^h mine enemy thou hast ever been,
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen,

Enttr EXTON, with Attendants bearing a coffin.

Ea-ton. Great king, within this coffin I present
Thy buried fear ; herein all breathless lies

The mightiest of thy greatest enemies,
Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought.

Baling. Exton, I thank thee not ; for thou hast
wroui^ht

A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand.
Upon my head, and all this famous land.

Es'ion. From your own mouth, my lord, dicl J
this deed.

Baling. 'ITiey love not poison, that do poison need.
Nor do I thee ; though 1 did wish him dead,
I hate the murderer, love him murdered.
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour.
But neither my good word, nor princely favour :

With Cain go wander through the shade of night,

And never show thy head by day nor light.

Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe.
That blood should sprinkle me, to make me grow !

Come, mourn with me for what I do lament.
And put on suUen black incontinent;
I'll make a voyage to the Holy Land,
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand :

March sadly aft^r ; grace my mournings here.

In weeping aft^er bis untimely bier.
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ACT I. SCENE I.

I London. A room in the palace.

Enter A'inir HENRY, WESTMORELAND, SirWALTER BLUNT, and Others.

A. Hen. So shaken as we are, so wan with care.
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant.
And breathe shovt-winded accents of new bi-oils

I To lie commenc'd in stronda afar remote.

[,
No more the thirsty Erinnys of this soil

I

Shall daub lier lips with her own children's blood ;
No more shall trenching war channel her fields.
Nor bruise her flowrets with the armed hoofs
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes,
"Which,—like the meteors of a troubled heaven.
All of one naturG, of one substance bred,
Did lately meet in the intestine shock
And furious close of civil butchery,
Shall now, in mutual, well-beseemint; ranks,
March all one way ; and be no more oppos'd
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies:
The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife.
No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends.
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ,
(Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross
We are impressed and engaged to fight,)
Forthwith a power of English shall we levy;
Whose arms were moulded in their mothers' womb.
To chase these pagans in those holy fields.
Over whose acres walk'd those blessed feet,
Which fourteen hundred years ago were aail'd
For our advantage on the bitter cross.
But this our purpose is a twelve-month old.
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And bootless 'tis to tell you—we will go j

Therefore we meet not now :—Then let me hear
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland,
What yesternight our council did decree,
In forwarding this dear expedience.

West, My liege, this haste was hot in question.
And many limits of the charge set down
But yesternight : when, all athwart there came
A post from Wales, loaden with heavy news

;

Whose worst was,—that the noble Mortimer,
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight

Against the irregular and wild Glendowev,
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken.
And a thousand of his people butchered :

Upon wh'jse dead corps there was much, misuse.
Such beastly, shameless transfoniiation.
By those Welshwomen done, as may not be.
Without much shame, re-told or spoken of.

K. Hen. It seems then, that tlic tidings of this broil

Brake off our business for the Holy land.
West. This, match'd with other, did, my gracious

lord
;

For more uneven and imwelcome news
Came from the north, and thus it did import.
On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there.
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald,
Tht.t ever-valiant and approved Scot,

At Holmedon met.
Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour ;

As by discharge ot their artillery.

And shape of likelihood, the news was told

;

For he, that brought them, in the very heat
And pride of their contention did take horse,

Uncertain of the issue any way.
K. Hen. Here is a dear and true-industrious friend.

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horae,
Stain'd with the variation of each soil

Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours ;

And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news.
The earl of Douglas is discomfited ;

Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty knights,

Balk'd in their own blood, did sir Walter see

On Holmedon's plains : Of prisoners, Hotspur took
Mordake the earl of Fife, and eldest son
To beaten Douglas ; and the earls of Athol,
Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith.

And is not this an honourable spoil ?
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A gallant, prize? ha, cousin, is it notT
West. In faith.

It is a conquest for a prince to lioast of.
K.Hen. Yea, there thou niak'st me sad, and

mak'st me sin

In envy, that my lord Northumberland
Should be the father of so hlest a son :

A son, ivho is the theme of honour's tongue
;

Amongst a grove, the very straightest plguit;
Who is sweet fortune's minion, and her pride

:

Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him.
See riot and dishonour stain the broAV
Oi my young Harry. O, that it could be prov'd.
That some night-tripping fairy had exchang'd
In cradle-clothes our children, where they lay.
And call'd mine—Percy, his—Plantagenet

!

Then would I have his H^rrj-, and he mine.
But let him from my thoughts :—What think yoo,

coz.

Of this young Percy's pride? the prisoners,
Wliich he in this adventure hath sui-priz'd.
To his own use he keeps ; and sends me word,
I shall have none but Mordake earl of Fife.

fVest. This is his uncle's teaching, this is Wor-
cester,

Malevolent to you in all aspfccts
;

Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up
The crest of youth against your dignity.
A

.
Jlen. But I have sent for him to answer this ;

And, for this cause, awhile we must neglect
Our holy pui-pose to Jerusalem.
Cousin, on Wednesday next our council vre
Will hold at Windsor, so inform the lords :

But come yourself with speed to us again

;

For more is to be said, and to be done.
Than out of anger can be uttered.

fVest. I will, my liege. ]_Exeunt,

SCENE II.

Tki same. Another room tit the palace.

Enter HENRY Prince of rVaks, and FALSTAFP.
Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad ?

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of
old sack, and unbuttoning thee after supper, and
sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou hast
forgotten to demand that truly, which thou would'st
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truly know. What a devil hast thou to do with
jthe time of the day ? unless hours were cups of
j

sack, and minutes eapons, and clocks the tongues
of bawds, and dials the signs of leaping-houses,
and the blessed sun himself a fair hot wench in
flame-colour'd taffata; I see no reason, why thou
should'st be so superfluous to demand the time of
the day.

Fal. Indeed, you come near me, now, Hal: for
we, that take purses, go by the moon and seven
stars ; and not by Phcebus,—he, that wandering
knight so fair. And, I pray thee, sweet wag, when
thou art king,—as, God save thy grace, (majesty,
I should say; for grace thou wilt have none,)
P. Hen. What! none?
Fal. No, by my troth ; not so much as will serve

to be prologue to an egg and butter.
!

P. Hen. Well, how then ? come, roundly, roundly, i

Fal. Man-y, then, sweet wag, when thou art ;

king, let not us, that are squires of the night's
body, be called thieves of the day's beauty ; let us I

be—Diana's foresters, gentlemen of the shade;
'

minions of the moon : And let men say,, we be mea
of good government

; being governed as the sea is,
jby our noble and chaste mistress, the moon, under

whose countenance we—steal.

P. Htn. Thou say'st well ; and it h4^ds well too-:
for the fortune of us that are the moon's men,
doth ebb and flow like the sea; being governed as
the sea is, by the moon. As, for proof, now: A
purse of gold most resolutely snatched on Monday
night, and most dissolutely spent on Tuesday
morning

;
got with swearing—lay by ; and spent

with crying—bring in : now, in as low an ebb as
the foot of the ladder \ and, by and by, in as high
a flow as the ridge of the gallows.

Fal. By the Lord, thou say'st true, lad. And
is not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet
wench ?

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla» my old lad of
the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet
robe of durance ?

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ? what, in
thy quips, and thy quiddities 7 what a plague have
I to do with a buff Jerkin?
P. Hen. Why, what a pox have I to do with my

hostess of the tavern?
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Fnl. Well, thou hast called her to a reekoiiing,
many a time and oft.

fi. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part ?

Fal. No;' I'll give thee thy due, thou hast paid
all there.

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin
would stretch

; and, where it would not, I have
used my credit.

Fat. Yea, and so used it, that were it not here
apparent, that thou art heir apparent,—But, I pr'y-
thee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows standing
in England, when thou art king 7 and resolution
thus fobbed as it is, with the rusty curb of old
father autick the lawT Do not thou, when thou
art king, hang a thief.

P. Htn. No; thou sbalt.
Ful. Shall I ? O rare ! By the Lord, 111 be a

brave judge.
P. Hen. Thou judgest false already; I mean,

thou shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so
become a rare hangman.

Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in some sort it jumps
with my humour, as well as waiting in the court, I
can tell you.
P. Hen. For obtaining of suits ?
Fnl. Yea, for obtaining of suits: whereof the

hangman hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, I am
as meliincholy as a gib cat, or a lugged bear.
P. Hen. Or an old lion ; or a lover's lute.
Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bag-pipe.
P. Hen. What sayest thou to a hare, or the me-

lancholy of Moor-ditch ?

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similies ; and
art, indeed, the most comparative, rascalliest,—
sweet young prince.—But, Hal, I pr'ythee, trouble
me no more with vanity. I would to God, thou
and I knew where a commodity of good names
were to be bought : An old lord of the council
rated me the other day in the street about you,
sir ; but I marked him no; : and yet he talked very
wisely; but I regarded him not: and yet he talked
wisely, and in the street too.
P. Hen. Thou didst well ; for wisdom cries out

in the streets, and no man regards it.

Fal. O thou hast damnable iteration ; and art,
indeed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done
much harm upon me, Hal,—God forgive thee for
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it ! Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing; and
now am T, if a man should apeak truly, little

better than one of the wicked. I must give over
this life, and I will give it over

;
by the Lord, an

I do not, I am a villain ; I'll be damned for never
a king*s son in Christendom.
P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to-morrow.

Jack ?

FaL Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one ; an I
do not, cal? me villain, and baffle me.
P. Hen. I see :i good amendment of life in thee

;

from praying, to purse-taking.

Enter POINS, at a distance.

_
Fal. Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation. Hal ; 'tis no

sin for a man to labour in his vocation. Poins !

—

Now shall we know if Gadshill have set a match.
O, if men were to be saved by merit, what hole in
hell were hot enough for him ? This is the most
omnipotent villain, that ever cried. Stand, to a
true man,
P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned.
Poins. Good morrow, sweet Hal.—What says

monsieur Remorse ? What sp.ys sir John Sack-
and-Sugar? Jack, how agrees the devil and thee
about thy soul, that thou soldest him on Good-
friday last for a cup of Madeira, and' a cold capon's
leg?
P. Hen. Sir John stands to his word, the devil

shall have his bargain ; for he was never yet a
breaker of proverbs, he will give the devil his due.

Poins. Then ar;. thou damned for keeping thy
woi-d with the devil.

P. Hen. Else he had been damned for cozening
the devil.

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morn-
ing, by four o'clock, early at Gadshill: There
are pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich offerings,
and traders riding to London with fat purses ; I

have visors for you all, you have horses for your-
selves ; Gadshill lies to night in Rochester ; I hav*
bespoke supper to-morrow night in Eastcheap ; we
may do it as secure as sleep : If you will go, I

will stuff your purses full of crowns ; if you will
not, tarry at home, and be hanged.
Fal. Hear me, Yedward ; if I tarry at homo,

and go not, I'll hang you for going.
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Poins. You will, chops?
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one !

P. Hen. Who, 1 rob ? I a thief? not I, hy my
faith.

Ful. There's neither honesty, manhood, nor good
fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the blood
royal, if thod darest not stand for ten shillings.

P. Hen. Well, then once in my days I'll be a
mad-cap.

Ful. Why, that's well said.

P. Hen. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home.
Fal. By the Lord, I'll be a traitor then, when

thou art king.

P. Hen. I care not.
Poins, Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the prince and

me alone ; I will lay him down such ^reasons for

this adventure, that he shall go.
Fal. Well, may'st thou have the spirit of per-

suasion, and he the ears of profiting, that what thon
speakest may move, and what he hears may be
believed, that the true prince may (for vecreation
sake,) prove a false thief; for the poor abuses of
the time want countenance. Farewell : You shall
find me in Eastcheap.
P. Hen. Farewell, thou latter spring! Farewell

All-hallown summer ! \^F.a:it FalstaJ^.

Poins. Now, my t;ood sweet honey lord, ride
with us to-morrow ; I have- a jest to execute, that
I cannot manage alone. Falstaff, Bardolph, Peto,
and Gadshill, shall rob those men that we have
already way-laid; yourself, and I, will not be
there : and when they have the booty, if you and I

do not rob them, cut this head from my shoulders.
P. Hen. But how shall we part with them in

setting forth ?

Poins. Why, we will set forth bafore or after

them, snd appoint them a place of meeting, where-
in it is at our pleasure to fail ; and then will they
adventure upon the exploit themselves : which they
shall have no sooner achieved, but we'll set upon
them.
P. Hen. Ay, but, 'tis like, that they will know

us, by our horses, by our habits, and by every
other appointment, to be ourselves.

Poins. Tut ! our horses they shall not see, I'll

tie them in the wood; our visors we will change
after we leave them ; and, sirrah, I have cases of
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buclcram for the nonce, to immask our noted out-
ward gamients.
P. Hen. But, I doubt, they will be too hard for us.
Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to

be as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and
for the third, if he fight longer than he sees reason,
I'll forswear arms. The virtue of this jest isill be,
the incomprehensible lies, that this same fat rogue
will tell us, when we meet at supper : how thirty
at least, he fought with; what wards, what blows,
-what extremities he endured

;
and, in the reproof

of this, lies the jest.
P. Hen. Well, I'll go with thee

; provide us all
things necessary, and meet rae to-morrow night iu
Eastcheap, there I'll sup. Farewell,

Poins. Farewell, my lord. \^Ezit Poins.
P. Hen. \ know you all, and will a while uphold

The unyok'd humour of your idleness;
Yet herein will I imitate the sun

;

Who doth permit the base contagious clouda
To smother up his beauty from the worlds
That, when he please again to be himself.
Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at.
By breaking through the foul and ui^ly mists
Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him.
If all the year were playing holidays.
To sport would be as tedious as to work ;

But, when they seldom come, they wiah'd-for come>
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.
So, when this loose behaviour I throw off.

And pay the debt I never promised.
By hoiv much better than my word I am.
By so much shall I falsify men's hopes ;

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground,
My rel'ormation, glittering o'er my fault.
Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes,
Than that, which hath no foil to set it off.

I'll so offend, to make offeuce a skill

;

Redeeming time, when men think least I will.

SCENE III.

The same. Another room in ihe palace.

Enter King HENRY, NORTHUMBERLAND,
WORCESTER, HOTSPUR, Sir WALTER
BLUNT, and Others.

K.Hen .My blood hath been too cold and temperate.
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Unapt to stir at these indignities.
And you hare found me

; for, accordingly.
You tread upon my patience : but, be sure,
J will from henceforth rather be myself,

" "ly oondilion :Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as youno down.And therefore lost that title of respect.
Which the proud soul ne'er pays, but to the proud.
« or. Our house, my soTereign liege, little deserves

Xhe scourge of greatness to be used on it

;

And that same jTreatucss too, which our own hands
nave holp to make so portlv

iVor(/,. My lord, .

.
Worcester, get thee gone, for I see dancerAnd disobedience in thine eye : O, sir.

Your presence is too bold and peremptory,
Aud maiesty mij^ht never yet endure
The moody frontier of a servant brow.
You have good leave to leave us ; when we need
»our use and counsel, we shall send for you.—

You were about to speak. [To North.A«*._ Yea, my good lord.
Those prisoners m your highness' name demanded.Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon tool,

r ".'''j",*. ^'y*' such strength denied
As IS dehver'd to your maiesty :

Isither envy, therefore, or misprision
Is guUty of this fault, and not my son.

Hoi. My liege, I did deny no prisoners.
But, I remember, when the fight was done.When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil,
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword.Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd
»resh .IS a bridegroom

; and his chin, new reap''d.Show d like a stubble-land at harvest-home •

He w^as perfumed like a milliner;
'

And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he heldA pouncet-box, which ever and anon
He gave his nose, and toolt't away again :

Who, therewith angry, ,vhen it next came there.Took It in snuff;_and still he smil'd, and talk'dAnd, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by.He call d them-untaught knaves, unminnerly,io bring a slovenly unhandsome corse
Betwixt the wind and his nobility
With many holiday and lady terms
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He questioned me
;
among the rest demanded

My prisoners, in your majesty's behalf.

I then, all smarting, with my wounds being eold.

To be so pester'd with a popinjay.

Out of my grief and my impatience,

Answer'd neglectingly, I know not what

;

He should, or he should not
;
—for he made me mad.

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet.

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman.
Of gunR, and drums, and wounds, (God save the

mark !)

And telling me, the sovereign'st thing on earth

Was parmaceti, for an inward bruise ;

Ard that it was great pity, so it was.
That villanous salt-petre should be digg'd

Out of the bowels of the harmless earth,

Whieh many a good tall fellow had destroy'd

So cowardly ; and, but for these vile guns,

He would himself have been a soldier.

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,

I answer'd indirectly, as I said

;

And, I beseech you, let not his report

Come current for an accusation.

Betwixt my love and your high majesty.

Blunt. The circumstanceconsider'd.goodmylord,

"Whatever Harry Percy then had said,

To such a person, and in such a place.

At such a time, with all the rest re-told,

May reasonably die, and never rise

To do him wrong, or any way impeach

What then he said, so he unsay it now.

K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners ;

But with proviso, and exception,

—

'I'hat we, at our own charge, shall ransome straight

His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer

;

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betvay'd

The lives of those, that he did lead to fight

Against the great magician, damn'd Glendower;

Whose daughter, as we hear, the earl of March

Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then

Be emptied, to redeem a traitor home ?

Shall we buy treason? and indent with fears.

When they have lest and forfeited themselves ?

No, on the barren mountains let him starve ;

apor I shall never liold that man my friend.

Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost

To rausQme home revolted Mortimer.
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Hot. Revolted Mortimer

!

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege.
But by the chance of war ;—To Drove that true.
Needs no more but one tongue for'all those wounds.
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took.
When on the prentle Seveni's sedgy bank.
In single opposition, hand to hand.
He did confound the best part of an hour
In changing hardinient with great Glendower :

Three times they breath'd, and three times did
they drink,

Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood;
Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks.
Ran fea^uUy among the trembling reeds.
And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank
Blood-stained with these valiaut combatants.
Never did bare and rotten policy
Colour her working with such deadly wounds

;

Nor never could the noble Mortimer
Receive so many, and all willingly :

Then let him not be slander'd with revolt.
K. Hen. Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost

belie him.
He never did encounter with Glendower:
I tell thee,

He durst as well have met the devil alone.
As Owen Glendower for an enemy.
Art not ashamed ? But, sirrah, henceforth
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer :

Send me your jirisoners with the speediest means.
Or you Bhall hear in such a kind from me
As will displease you.—My lord Northumberland,
yVe license your departure with your son :—
Send ua your prisoners, or you'll hear of it.

[Exeunt King Htnry, Blunt, and Train.
Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them,

I will not send them :— I will after straight.
And tell him so; for I ivill ease my heart.
Although it be with hazard of my head,
North. What, drunk with choler? stay, and

pause awhile

;

Here comes your uncle.

Re-enter WORCESTER.
..^"f- Speak of Mortimer?
Zounds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul
Want mercy, if I do not join with him :

S7
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Yea, on his pavt, I'll empty all these veins.

And shed my dear blood drop by drop i'the dust.

But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer

As high i'the air as this unthankful Idng,

As this ingrate and eanker'd Boliiigbroke.

North. Brother, the ki-ng hath made your nephew
mad. [7(> ^''orcester.

fVor. Who struck this heat up after I was gone ?

Hvt. He will, foi-sooth, have all my prisoners;

And when I urg'd the ransome once again

Of my wife's bvothav, then his cheek look'd pale
;

And on my face he turn'd an eye of death.

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer.
fVor. I cannot blame him : Was he not proclaim'd

By Richard, that dead is, the next in blood 1

North. He was; I heard the proclamation:

And then it was, when the unhappy king

(Whose wrongs in us God pardon !) did set forth

Upon his Irish expedition
;

From whence he, intercepted, did return

To be depos'd, and, shortly, murdered.
H^or. And for whose death, we in llie world's

wide mouth
Live scandaliz'd, and foully spoken of.

Hot. But, soft, I pray you ; Did king Richard then

Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer
Heir to the cro^vn?

North. He did ;
myself did hear it.

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king.

That wish'd him on the barren mountains starv'd.

But shall it be, that you,—that set the crown
Upon the head of this forgetful man ;

And, for his sake, wear the detested blot

Of murd'rous suboniation,—shall it he.

That you a world of curses undergo ;

Being the agents, or base second means.

The cords, the ladder, or the haugman rather?—

O, pardon me, that I descend so low.

To show the line, and the predicament.

Wherein you range under this subtle king.—
Shall it for shame be spoken iu these days,

Or fill up chronicles in time to come.
That men of your nobility and power
Did gage them both in an unjust behalf,—

As both of you, God pardon "it ! have done,—
To put down Richai-d, that sweet lovely rose.

And plant thib tboruj this canker, Boliugbroke ?
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And shall it. in more shame, be further spoken,
lhat you are fool'd, discarded, and shookoffBy him, for whom these shames ye undenient'«o

;
yet time serves, wherein you may redeem

Your banish d honours, and restore yourselves
Into the good thoughts of the world again-
Revenge the jeering, and disdaiu'd contempt.Of this proud king ; who studies, day and iiiht.To ansiver all the debt he owes to you

ThlreSre' fsay^^' P^^^'"' °' >>- ""•^^

A T ...
Peace, cousin, say no more •

ana now I will unclasp a secret book,And to your Quick-conoeiving discontents

i /*? /°" '^"^f »'"• dangerous :AS tu.l of peril, atd advent'rous spirit.As to o er-walk a current, roaring loud.On the unsteadfast footing of a spear.

<:.„^'J^ ^' "''.sood night :—or sink or swim :send danger from the east unto the west,
»o honour cross it from the north to south.And let them grapple

; O ! the blood more stirs,10 rouse a lion, thtui to start a hare.
Aor/J. Imagination of some great exploit

ilmres hmi beyond the bounds of patiehce.

T„ 1 . ? ^"fl"' "'H"'*s, it were an easy leap,lo pluck Vight honour from the pale-fac'd inoonOr dive into the bottom of the deip.
Where fathom-line could never touch the ground.And pluck un drowned honour by the locks :So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear,M ithout coi rival, all her dignities :Kut out upon tliis half fac'd fellowship !

R, .
apprehends a world of figures here.But not the form of what he should ittend.—Uood cousin, give me audience for a while.

^ot. I cry you mercy.

ni^Z' Those same noble Soot«,
i hat are your prisoners,.

R , , „ I'll keep them all :By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them:Ko, If a Scot would save his soul, he shall not:
I 11 keep them, by this hand.

AnjT'j You start away.And lend uo ear unto my purposes.—
J hose prisoners you shall keep.

Nay. I will ; that's flat :—

i
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He s^d, te n-ould not ransome Mortimer;

Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer ;

But I will find himj when he lies asleep.

And in his ear I'll holla—Mortimer !

Nay,
I'll have a starling shall be taught to speak

Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him.

To keep his anger still in motion.

PVor. Hear you.

Cousin ; a word.
Hot, All studies here I solemnly defy.

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke :

And that same sword-and-buckler prince ofWales,—

But that I think his father loves him not.

And would be glad he met with some mischance,

I'd have him poison'd with a pot of ale.

fVoT. Farewell, kinsman ! I will talk to you.

When you are better temper'd to attend.

North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impatient

fool
,

Art thou, to break into this woman s mood

;

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own?
Jiot. Why, look you, I am whipp'd and scourg d

with rods,

Nettled, and stung with pismn-es, when 1 hear

Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke.

In Richard's time,—What do you call the place

A plague upon't !—it is in Gloucestershire ;—
'Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept

;

His uncle York where I first bow'd my knee

Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke,

When you asid he came back from Ravenspurg.

North. At Berkley castle.

Hot. Yousaytrua:—
Why, what a candy deal of courtesy

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me .

Look,—wAen his infant fortune came to age,

And,—g-en^/e Harry Percy.—and, kind cousin,—

O, the devil take such cozeners ! God forgive

me !

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done.

/f'or. Nay, if you have not, to*t again

;

We'll stay your leisure.

j/Qt I have done, i taith.

/For. Then once more to your Scottish prisoners.

Deliver them up without their ransome straight,

And make the Douglas' son your only mean
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For powers in Scotland
; which,—for divers reasons.

Which I shall send you written,—be assur'd,
Will easily be granted.—You, my lord,

—

^
[To Northumberland.

.
Your son in Scotland being thus employM,

—

Shall secretly into the bosom creep
Of that same noble prelate, well belov*d.
The archbishop.

Hot. Of York, is't not?
ff 'or. True ; who bears hard

His brother's death at Bristol, the lord Scroop,
I speak not this in estimation.
As what I think might be, but what I know
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down

;

And only stays but to behold the face
Of that occasion, that shall bring it on.

Hot. I smell it ; upon my life it will do well.
North. Before the game's a-foot, tliou still let'st

slip.

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot :—
And then the power of Scotland, and of York,—
To join with Mortimer, ha?

^'or. And so they shall.
Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd.
fVor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed.

To save our heads by raising of a head :

For, bear ourselves as even as we can,
The king will always think him in our debt

;

And think we think ourselves unsatisfied.
Till he hath found a time to pay us home.
And see already, how he doth begin
To make us strangers to his looks of love.

Hot. He does, he does ; we*ll be reveng'd on him.
iVor. Cousin, farewell :—No further go in this.

Than I by letters shall direct your course.
When time is ripe, (which will be suddenly,)
I'll steal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer;
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once>
(As I will fashion it,) sliall happily meet.
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms.
Which now we hold at much uncertainty.
North. Farewell, good brother : we shall thrive,

I trust.

Hot. Uncle, adieu :—O, let the hours be short,

TOl fields, aud blows, and groans applaud our
sport

!
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ACT II. SCENE I.

Rochester. An inn yard.

Enter a Carrier, with a lantern in his hand.

1 Car. Heigh ho ! Au't be not four by the day,
I'll be hanged : Charles* wain is over the new
chimney, and yet our horse is not packed. What,
ostler

!

Ost. IfVithin.'] Anon, anon.
1 Car. I pr'ytbee, Tom, beat Cut's saddle, put a

few flocks in the point ; the poor jade is \vrung in

the withei'S out of all cess.

Enter another Carrier.

2 Car. Peas and beans are as dank here as a
dog, and that is the next way to give poor jadea
the bots ; this house is turned upside down, since

Robin ostler died.

1 Car. Poor fellow! never ,ioyed, since the price

of oats rose ; it was the death of him.
2 Car. I think, this be the most villanous house in

all London road for fleas : I am stung like a tench.

1 Car. Like a .,ench ! by the mass, there is ne'er

a king in Christendom could be better bit than I

have been since the first cock.

2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne'er a jorden,

and then we leak in your chimney ; and your
chamber-lie breeds fleas like a loach.

1 Car. What, ostler ! come away and be hanged,
come a%vay.

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon, and two razes

of ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing-cross.

1 Car. 'Odsbody ! the turkies in my pannier are

quite stai-ved.—What, ostler!—A plague on thee ;

hast thou never an eye in thy head? canst not

hear? An 'twere not as good a deed as drink, to

break the pate of thee, I am a very villain.—Come,
and be hanged :—Hast no faith in thee?

E?iter GADSHILL.
Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What's o'clock?

1 Car. I think it be two o'clock.

Gad^. I pr'ytbee, lend me thy lantern, to see

my gelding in the stable.

1 Car. Nay, soft, T pray ye; I know a trick

worUi two of that, i'faith.
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Gads. I pr'ythee, lend me thine.
H Car, Ay, when? canst tell ?—Lend me thy

lantem, quoth a?—man-y, I'll see thee hanged
first.

Gads, Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean to
come to London ?

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle,
I warrant thee—Come, neighbour Mugs, we'll call
up the gentlemen

;
they will along with company,

for they have great charge. [Exeunt Carriers.
Gads. What, ho ! chamberlain !

Cham. [W^'rtAtn.] At hand, quoth pick-purse.
Gads. That's even as fair as—at hand, quoth

the chamberlain : for thou variest no more from
picking of purses, than giving direction doth from
labouring ; thou lay'st the plot how.

Enter Chamberlain.

Cham. Good morrow, master Gadshill. It holds
current, that I told you yesternight ; There's a
frajiklin in the wild of Kent, hath brought three
hundred marks with him in gold : I heard him tell
it to on-» of his company, last night at supper ; a
kind of auditor ; one that hath abundance cf charge
too, God knows what. They are up already, and
call for eggs and butter : they will away presently.

Gads, Sirrah, if they meet not with saint Ni-
cholas' clerks. III give thee this neck.

Cknm. No, I'll none of it : I pr'ythee, keep that
for the hangman ; for, I know, thou worship's!
saint Nicholas as truly as a man of falsehood may.
- Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hangman ?
if I hang, I'll make a fat pair of gallows : for, if I
hang, old sir John hangs with me ; and, thou
knowest, he's no starveling. Tut \ there are other
Trojans that thou dreamest not of, the w^hich, for
sport sake, are content to do the profession some
grace; that would, if matters should be looked
into, for their own credit sake, make all wliole. I
am joined with no foot land-rakers, no long-siaif,
sixpenny strikers; none of these mad, mustachio
purple-hued malt-worms: but with nobility, and
tranquillity

; burgomasters, and great oneyers ; such
as can hold in ; such as will strike sooner than
speak, and speak sooner than drink, and drink
sooner than pray : And yet I lie ; for they pray
continually to their saint, the commonwealth

;
or.
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rather, not pray to her, but prey on her ; for they ride
up aud down on her, and make her their boots.

Cham. What, the commonwealth their boots ?
will she hold oyt water in foul way?

Gads. She wfll, she will; justice hath liquored
her. We steal as in a castle, cock-sure ; we have
the receipt of fem-seed, we walk invisible.

Cham. Nay, by my faith ; I think you are more
beholden to the night, than to fern-seed, for your
walking invisible.

Gads. Give me thy hand : thou shalt have a
share in our purchase, as I am a true man.

Cham. No.y, rather let me have it, as vou are a
false thief.

Gads. Go to ; Homo is a common name to all
men. Kid the ostler bring my gelding out of the
stable. Farewell, you muddy knave. [Ea'cunS,

SCENE II.

The road by GadsMlt.

ERter i'nVice HENRY ,fl/irf POINS ; BARDOLPH
and PETO, at some distance.

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter ; I have removed
Falstaft's horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet.
P. Hen. Stand close.

Enter FALSTAFF.
Fal. Poins ! Poins, and be hanged ! Poins !

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal ; What a
biawliug dost thou keep !

Fal. Where's Poins, Hal ?

P. Hen. He is walked up to the top of the hill

;

I'll go seek him. [Pretends to seek Poins.
Fal. I am accursed to rob in that thief's corn-
any : the rascal hath removed my hoi-se, and tied
im I know not where. If I travel but four foot

by the squire further afoot, I shall break my wind.
Well, I doubt not but to die a fair death for all
this, if I 'scape hanging for killing that rogue. I
have forsworn his company hourly any time this
two-and-twenty years, and yet 1 am bewitched
with the rogue's company. If the rascal have not
given me medicines to make me love him, I'll be
hanged ; it could not be else ; I have drunk medi-
cines.—Poins !—Hal !—a plague upon you both !

—

Bardolph !—Peto !—I'll starve, ere I'll rob a fool
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further. An 'twera not as good a deed as drink,
to turn true man, and leave these rogues, I am the
veriest varlet that ever chewed with a tooth. EiRht
yards of uneven ground, is threescore and ten miles
afoot with me ; and the stony-hearted villains know
it well enough : A plai^ue upon't, when thieves cannot
be true to one another! [Tka; whistle.'] Whew!

—

A plague upon you all ! Give me my hoi-se, you
roirueB ;

give me my horse, and be hanged.
P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-guts ! lie down; lay thine

ear close to the ground, and list if thou canst hear
the tread of travellers.

Fal. Have you any levers to lift me up again,
being down ? 'Sblood, I'll not bear mine own flesh
so far afoot asain, for all the coin in thy father's
exchequer. What a plague mean ye to colt me
thus ?

P. Hen. Thou liest, thou art not colted, thou art
uncolted.

Fal. I pr'ythee, good prince Hal, help me to my
horse ; good king's son,
P, Hen. Out, you rogue, shall I be your ostler!
Ful. Go, hang thyeelf in thy own heir-apparent

garters! If I be ta'en, I'll peach for this. An I
have not ballads made on you all, and sung to fil-

thy tunes, let a cup of sack be my poison ; When
a jest is so forward, and afoot too,—I hate it.

Enter GADSHILL.
Gads. Stand.
Fal. So I do, against my will.

Poins. O, 'tis our setter; I know his voice.

Enter BARDOLPH.
Bard. What news ?

Gads. Case ye, case ye ; on with your visors
;

there's money of the king's coming down the hill

;

'tis going to the king's exchequer.
Ful. You lie, you rogue ; 'tis going to the king's

tavern

.

Gads. There's enough to make us all.

Fal. To be hang'd.
P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in the

nan-ow lane ; Ned Poins and I will walk lower

:

if they 'scape from your encounter, then they light
on us.

Peto. How many be there of them ?
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Gads. Some eight, or ten.

Fal. Zounds ! will they not rob us ?

P. Hen. What, a coward, sir John Paunch ?

Fat. Indeed, I am not John of Oaunt, your grand-
father; but yet no coward, Hal.
P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof.
Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the

hedge; when thou needest him, there thou shalt
find him. Farewell, and stand fast.

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should he
hanged.

P. Hen. Ned, where are our disguises?
Poins. Here, hard by ; stand close.

[Baeunt P. Hmry and Poins.
Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his dole,

say I
;
every man to his business.

Enter Travellers.

1 Trav. Come, neighbour ; the boy shall lead our
horses down the hill : we'll walk afoot a while,
and ease our legs.

ITiieves. Stand.
Trav. Jesii bless us !

Fal. Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains*
throats: Ah! whorsor. caterpiljars! bacon-fed knaves!
they hate us youth ; down with them ; fleece them.

1 Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours,
for ever.

Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves ; Are ye undone?
No, ye fat chuffs ; I would your store were here

!

On, bacons, on! What, ye knaves? young men
must live: You are grand-jurors are ye? Well
jure ye, i'faith.

[Eaeunt Falsta^, §-c. driving the Travel-
lers out.

Re-enter Prince HENRY and POINS.
P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true men:

Now couli thou and I rob the thieves, and go mer-
rily to London, it would be argument for a week,
laughter for a month, and a good jest for ever.

Poins. Stand close, I hear them coming.

Re-enter Thieves.

Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then
to horse before day. An the prince and Poins be
not two arrant cowards, there's no equity stirring

:



Sc. 3. KING HENRY IV. 273

there's uo more valour in that Poins, than in a
mid duck. \

P. Hen. Your money. [Rushing out upon them,

Poins. Villaina.

\_As they are sharing, the Prince and PtAns set

upon them. Falstttff, after a blow or two, and
the rest, rttn away, leaving their booty behind

them.

P. Hen. Got with much ease. Now meiTily to

horse

:

The thiijves are scalter'd, and possessed with fear

So strongly, that they dare not meet each other ;

Each takes his fellow for an officer.

Away, cood Ned. FalstafF sweats to death.

And lards the lean earth as he i\'aiks along :

Wer't not for laughing, I should pity him.
Poins. How the rogue roar'd ! [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

fVarku/orih, A room in the castle.

Enter HOTSPUR, reading a letter.

Buty for mine 0W7i part, my lord, I could 5tf

toell contented to be there, in respect of the love J
bear yaur house.—He could be contented,—Why is

he not then T In respect of the love lie bears our
house:—he shows in this, he loves liis own barn
better than he loves our house. Let me see some
more. The purpt.se you undertake, is dangerous;—
Why, that's certain ; 'tis dangerous to take a cold,

to sleep, to drink : but I tell you, my lord fool, out

of this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safety.

The purpose you underta/ce, is dangerous ; thefriends

ym have named, uncertain ; the lime itself unsorted^

and your whole plot too light, for the counterpoise of
so great an opposition.—Say you so, say you so?
I say unto you again, you are a shallow, cowardly
hiod, and you lie. What a lack-brain is this? By
the Lord, our plot is a good plot as ever was laid ;

our friends true and constant : a good plot, good
friends, and full of exjjectation : an excellent plot,

very good friends. W hat a frosty-spirited rogue is

this ? Why, my lord of York commends the plot,

and the general course of the action. 'Zounds, an
I were now by this rascal, I could brain him with
his lady's fan. Is there not my father, my uncle,

and myself? lord Edmund Mortimer, my lord of
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York, and Owen Glendower? Is there not, besides,
the Douglas? Have I not all their letters, to meet
me in arms by ihe ninth of next month ? and are
they not, some of them, set forward already ? What
a pagan rascal is this? an infidel? Ha ! you shall
see now, in very sincerity of fear and cold heart,
will he to the king, anti lay open all ourproceedings.
O, I could divide myself, and go to buffets, for
moving such a dish of skimmed milk with so ho-
nourable an action ! Hang him f let him tell the
king : We are prepared : I will set forward to-
night.

Enter Lady PERCY.
Ho^ now, KateT I must leave you within these

two hours.
Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus alone f

For what offence have I, this fortnight, been
A banished woman from my Harry's bed ?

Tell me, sweet lord, what is't, that takes from thee
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ?

"Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth
;

And start so often, when thou ait'st alone ?

"Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks
;

And given my treasures, and my rights of thee.
To thick-ey'd musing, and curs'd melancholy ?

In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch'd.
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars:
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ;

Cry, Courage!—to the Jield ! And thou hast talk'd
Of sallies, and retires ; of trenches, tents,

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets
;

Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin
;

Of prisoner's ransome, and of soldiers slain.

And all the 'cuiTents of a heady fight.

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war.
And thus hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep.
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow.
Like bubbles in a late-disturbed stream :

And in thy face strange motions have appear'd.
Such as we see, when men restrain their breath
On some great sudden haste. O, what portents

are these ?

Some heavy business hath my lord in hand.
And I must know it, else he loves me not.

Hot. What, ho ! is Gilliams with the packet goue?
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E^ter Servant.

Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago.
Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses from the

sheriff?

Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even now.
Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not ?

Serv. It is, my lord.

Hot. That roan shall be my throne.
Well, I will buck him straight : O esperance
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park.

[EaU Servant.
Ladt/. But hear you, my lord.

Ladt/. What is it carries you away ?

Hot. My horse.

My love, my horse.
Ladt/. Out, you mad-headed ape

!

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen.
As you are tossM with. In faith,

I'll know your business, Harry, that I will.

J fear, my brother Mortimer doth stir

About his title; and hath sent for you.
To line his etiterprise : But if you go
Hoi. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love.

Ladt/. Come, come, you paraquito, answer me
Directly to this question, that I ask.

Ill faith, I'll break thy little finger, Harry,
All if thou wilt not tell me all things true.

Hot. Away,
Away, you trifler !—Love?—I love thee not,

1 care not for thee, Kate : this is no world.
To play with mammets, and to tilt with lips :

We must have bloody noses, and crack'd crowns.
And pass them current too.—Gods me, my horse !

—

What say'st thou, Kate ? what would'st thou have
with me ?

Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed?
Well, do not then

;
for, since you love me not,

i will not love myself. Do you not love me ?

Nay, tell me, if you speak in jest, or no.
Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride !

And when I am o'horse-back, 1 -vs-ill swear
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate;
1 must not have you henceforth question me
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout

:

Whither I must, I must
;
and, to conclude*

This evening must I leavs you, gentle Kate.

Hot.
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I laiow you wise ; bnt yet no further wise.
Than Harry Percy's wife : constant you are;
But yet a woman : and for secrecy,

No lady closer ; for I well believe.

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know
;

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate

!

Ladt/. How! so far ?

Jiot. Not an inch further. But hark yoTi, Kata ?

Whither I go, thither shall you go too ;

To-day will I set forth, to-mon-ow you.

—

Will Uiis content you, Kate ?

Lady. It must, of force.

[EA'eunt.

SCENE IV.

Eastcheap. A room in the Boar's Head Tavern.

Enter Prince H)3NRY and POINS.
P. Hen. Ned, pr'ythee, come out of that fat room,

and lend me thy hand to laugh a little.

Poins. Where hast thou been, Hal f

P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads, amongst
three or four score hogsheads. I have sounded the

very base string of humility. Sin-ah, I am sworn
brother to a leash of drawers ; and can call them
all by their Christian names, as—Tom, Dic!<, and
Francis. They take it already uoon their salvation,

that, though I be but prince of^'Wales, yet I ai-i

the kin^ of courtesy; and tell me flatly I am nn

proud .tack, like Falstaff ; but a Corinthian, a lad

of mettle, a good boy,—by the Lord, so they call

me ; and when I am king of England, I shall com-
mand all the good lads in Eastcheap. They call

—

drinking deep, dying scarlet : and when you breathe

in your watering, they cry—hem ! and bid you play

it off.—To conclude, I am so good a proficient in

one quarter of an hour, that I can drink with any
tinker in his own language during my life. I tell

thee, Ned, thou hast "lost much honour, that thou

wert not with me in this action. But, sweet Ned,
to sweeten which name of Ned, I give thee this

pennyworth of sugar, clapped eveu now in my hand
by an under-skinker ; one that never spake other

English in his life, than

—

Eight shillings and six-

pence, and

—

You are loelcome \ with this shrill ad-
dition,

—

ylnon, anon, sir .' Scare a pint of dastard in

the Half-moon, or so. But, Ned, to drive away th»

time till Falstaff come, I pr'ythee, do thou stan4q
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in some by-room, while I question my puny drawer
to what end he gave me the sugar ; and do thou
never leave callini;—Francis, that his tale to me
may be nothing but—anon. Stop aside, and lH
show thee a precedent.

Poins. Francis

!

P. Hen. Thou art perfect.

Poins. Francis ! \_EA'it Poins.

Enier FRANCIS.
Fran. Anon, anon, sir.—Look down into the

Pomegranate, Ralph.
P. Hen.^Come hither, Francis.
Fran. My lord.

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis?
Fran, Forsooth, fi-e year, and as much as to—
Poins. {fFiikin.'\ Francis J

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. lien. Five years ! by'rlady, a long lease for
the clinking of pewter. But, Francie, darest thou
he so valiant, as to play t^e coward with thy in-
denture, and to shew it a fair pair of heels, and
run from it?

Fran. O lord, sir! I'll be sworn upon all the
books in England, I could find in my heart—

Poins. [Wi'Mm.] Francis!
Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. How old art thou, F~ancis ?

Fran, Let me see,—About Michaelmas next Z
shall be

—

Poins. [lJ'iiMn.'\ Francis!
Fran. Anon, sir.—Pray you, stay a little, my lord.

P. Hen. Nay, but hark you.Francis : Forthesugar
tliou gav'st me,—'twas a pennj--worth, was't not?
Fran. O lord, sir ! I would it had been two.
P. Ben. I will give thee for it a thousand pound :

a^k me when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it.

Poins. [IViihin.'] Francis!
Fran. Anon, anon.
P. Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis: but to-

morrow, Francis \ or, Francis, on Tliursday ; or,

iiuieed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis,

—

Fran. My lord T

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leatliem-jerkinj crystal-

button, nott-pated, agate-ring, puke-stocking, cad-
dis-garter, smooth-tODBue, Spanish-pouch,

—

Fran, 0 kjrd, sir, vpno do you meau?
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P. Hm. "Why tien, your brown bastard is your
only drink : for, look you, Francis, your white can-
Tas doublet will sully : in Barbary, sir, it cannot
come to so nrnch.
Fran. What, sir?
Poins. [/f'lV^in.] Francis

!

P,Hen. Away, you rogue: Dost thou not hear
them call ?

\_Here ther/ both call him ; the drawer stands
amazed, not knowing which way to go-

P'int. What! stand 'st thou still, and hear'st such
a calling? Look to the gueats within. [E^'iC Fran.]
My lord, old sir John, with half a dozen more, are
at the door; Shall I let them in?

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then open
the door. lEait f^'intner.'] Poins

!

Poins. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. Sirrah, Falstaff and the rest of the
thieves are at the door ; Shall we be merry ?

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But bark
j

ya ; What cunning match have you made with this
\

jest of the drawer; come, what's the issue I

P. Hen. I am now of all humours, that have
shewed themselves humours, since the old days of
goodraan Adam, to the pupil age of this present
twelve o'clock at midnight. [Re-enter Francis with
ynne."] What's o'clock, Francis ?

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have fewer
words than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman !

—

His industry is—upstairs, and down stairs ; his
eloquence, the parcel of a reckoning. 1 am not yet
of Percy's mind, the Hotspur of the north

;
he, that

,

kills me some six or seven dozen of Scots at a I

breakfast, washes his hands, and says to his wife,—Fi/e upon this quiet life! I want work. 0 my
sweet Harry, says she, how many hnst thou killed

to-day? Give viy roan horse a dretich, says he; i

and answers. Some fourteen^ an hour after ; a tri^e,
]

« trijfe. I pr'ythee, call in Falstaff ; I'll play
Percy, and that damned brawn shall play dame
Mortimer his wife. Jiivo, says the drunkard. Call
in ribs, call in tullow. i

Enter p'intner.

He-enter POINS.
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ET2ecr VAX.STAFF, GADSHILL, BARDOLPH.
unci PETO.

Poins. Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou been?
FaL A plague of all cott'ards, I say, and a venge-

ance too! marry, and :\men!—Give me a cup of
sack, boy.—Ere I lead this life long, I'll sew nether-
stoclis, and mend them, and foot them too. A
plague of all cowards 1—Give me a cup of sack,
rogue.—Is there no virtue extant? Iffe drinis.
P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a dish

of butter { pitiful hearted Titan, that melted at
the sweet tale of the son ! If thou didst, thea
behold that compound.

Tt.^'^'
'Ogue* here's lime in this sack too :

There is nothing but roguery to be found in vil-
lanous man : yet a coward is worse than a cup
of sack with lime in it; a villanous coward.—Go
thy ways, old Jack; die when thou wilt, if man-
hood, good manhood, be not forgot upc-n the face of
the eartli, then am I a shotten herring. There live
not three good men unhanged in England ; and one
of them is fat, and grows old : God help the while 1

a bad world, I say ! I would I were a weaver I
could sing psalms or any thing : A plague of all
cowards, I v.-Ay still.

P. Hen. How now, wool-sack ? what mutter you ?
/ii/. A king's son! If I do not beat thee out of

thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all
thy subjects afore thee like a flock of ivild geese,
1 11 never wear hair on my face more. You prince
of Wales !

P.Hen. Why, you whoreson round man ! what's
tlie matter?

Fal. Are you not a coward? answer me to tliat;
and Poins there?

Poins. 'Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me
coward, I'll stab thee.

FiU. I call thee coward! Ill see thee damned
«re I call thee coward : but I would give a thou-
sand pound I could i-un as fast as thou canst.
You are straight enough in the shoulders, you care
not who sees your back : Call you that backin.T of
your friends ? A plague upon such backing ! give'me
them that will face me.—Give me a cup of sack :—I am a rogue, if I drunk to-day.
P. Hen. O, villain f thy lips are scarce wipeA

smce thou druuk*st last.
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Fnl. Airs one for that. A plague of all cowards,

still say I. l^e ilri?iks.

P. Hen. What's the matter?

Fal. What's the matter .' there be four of us here

have ta'eu a thousand pound this morning.

P, Hen. Where is it, Jack? where is it ?

FaL Where is it ? taken from us it is : a hundred

upon poor four of us.

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man ?

Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword

with a doxen of them two hours together. I have

'scap'd by miracle. I am eight times thrust through

the doublet; four, through the hose; my buckler

cut through and through ;
my sword hacked like a

hand-saw, ccce sigmim. I nevei- dealt better since

I was a man : all would not do. A plague of all

cowards !—Let them speak : if they speak more or

less than truth, they ai'e villains, and, the sons of

darkness.
p. Hen. Speak, sirs; how was it?

Gads. We four set upon some dozen,

Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord.

Gads. And bound them.

Peto. No, no, they were not bound.

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of

them ; er I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew.

Guds. As we were sharing, some six or seven

fresh men set upon us,-

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then come in

the other.
. , , „

,

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all i

Fal. All? I know not what ye call, all ; but if I

fought not -with fifty of them, I am a bunch of

radish : if there were not two or three and fifty

upon poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged

creature. , ,

Poins. Fray God, you have not murdered some

of them. . , _ ,

Fill. Nay, that's past praymg fori I have

peppered two of them: two, I am sure, 1 have

paid- two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee

what, Hal,—if I tell thee a He, spit in my face,

call me horse. Thou knowest roy old ward ;—
here I lay, and thus 1 bore my point. Four rogues

ill buckram let drive at me,

P. Hen. What, four? thou said'st but two, eveu

iJOW.
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Fat. Four, Hal; I told tliee four.
Pains. Ay, ay, he said four.
Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainty

thrust at me. I made me no more ado, but took
all their seven points in my target, thus.
P. Hen. Seven? why,there were but four, even now.
Ful. lu buckram.
Pains. Ay, four, in buckram sxiits.

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else.
P. Hen. Pr'ythee let him alone; we shall have-

more anon.
Fal. Dost thou hear me> Hal?
P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too. Jack.
Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to^

These nine in buckram, that 1 told thee of,
P. Hen, So, two more already.
Fal. Their points being broken,
Poins. Dovn.\ fell their hose.
Fal. Began to give me ground: But I followed

me close, came in foot and hand j and, with a
thought, seven of the eleven I paid.
P. Hen. O monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown

out of two

!

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three mis-
begotten knaves, in K endal green, came at my back,
and let drive at me ;—for it was so dark, Hal, that
thou couldst not see thy hand.
P. Hen. These lies are like the father that begets

them
; gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why,

thou clay-brained guls
; thou knotty-pated fool

;

thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tallow-keeeh,™
Fal. What, art thou mad ! art thou mad ? is not

the truth the truth ?

P. Hen. Why, how could'st thou know these
men in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou
couldst not ^ee thy hand ? come, tell us your
reason ; What sayest thou to this ?

Poins. Come, your reason. Jack, your reason.
Fal. What, upon compulsion ? No ; were I at the

strappado, or all the racks iu the world, I would
not tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on
compulsion ! if reasons were as plenty as blackber-
ries, I would give no man a reason upon com-
pulsion, I.

P. Hen. ril be no longer guilty of this sin ; this
§anguine coward, tfai^ bed-presser, this horse-back-
breaker, this huge hill of flesh
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FaL Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, you
dried neatVtongue, bull's pizzle, ynu stock-fish,—
O, for breath to utter what is like thee !—you
tailor's yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you vile
standing tuck;

P. Hen. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it

ayain : and when thou hast tired thyself in base
comparisons, hear me speak but this.

Poins. Mark, Jack.
P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four

;
you

bound them, and were masters of their wealth.—

—

Mark now, how plain a tale shall put you down.—
Then did we two set on you four : and, with a
word, out-faced you from your prize, and have it

;

yea, and can show it you here in the house :—and,
Falstaff, you carried your f{Uts away as nimbly,
with as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and
still ran and roared, as over I heard bull-calf.

What a slave art thou, to hack thy sword as ihou
hast done; and then say, it was in fight? What
trick, what device, what starting-hole, canst thou
now find out, to hide thee from this open and ap-
parent shame ?

Poins. Come, let's hear. Jack : What trick hast
thou now ?

F(tl. By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that
made ye. Why, hear ye, my masters : Was it for

me to kill the heir apparent f Should I turn upon
the true prince ! Wliy, thou knowest, .1 am as va-
liant as Hercules: but beware instinct; the liou

will not touch the true prince. Instinct is a great

matter ; I was a coward on instinct. I shall think
the better of myself and thee, during my life

; I,

for a valiant lion, and thou for a true prince. But,
by the Lord, lads, 1 am glad you have the money.

Hostess, clap to the doors ; watch to-night, pray
to-morrow.—Gallants, ladB, boys, hearts ofgold, All
the titles of good fellowship come to you ! What,
shall we be merry ? shall we have a play extempore?

P. Hen. Content ;—and the arf^ument shall be
thy running away.

Fal. Ah ! no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest me.

Enter Hostess.

Host. My lord the prince,

P. Hen. How now, my lady the hostess ? what
saj'at thou to me f
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Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of
the court at door, would spealc with you : he says,
he comes from your father.
P. Hen. Give him as much as will make him a

royal man, and send him back again to my mother.
Fnl. What manner of man is he ?

Host. An old man.
Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at mid-

night T—Shall I give him his answer f

P. Hen. Pr'ythee, do. Jack.
Fal. 'Faith, and I'll send him packing. [Exit.
P. Hen. Now, sirs; by'r lady, you fought fair;—so did you, Peto ;—so did you, Bardolph : you

are lions too, you ran away upon instinct, you will
not touch the true prince ; no,—fie !

Bard. 'Faith, I ran when I saw others run.
P. Hen. Tell me now in earnest. How came

FaUtafiPs sword so hacked ?

Peto. Wliy, he hacWed it with his dagger; and
said, he would swear truth out of England, hut he
would make you believe it was done m fight ; and
persuaded us to do the like.

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-
grass, to make them bleed; and then to beslubber
our garments with it, and to swear it was the blood
of true men. I did that I did not this seven years
before, I blushed to hear his monstrous devices.
P. Hen. O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack

eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the man-
ner, and ever since thou hast blushed extempore ;

Thou hadst fire and sword on thy side, and yet
thou ran'st away ; What instinct hadst thou for it ?

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors ? do
you behold these exhalations r

P. Hen. I do.

Bard. What think you they portend ?

P. Hen. Hot livers and cold purses.
Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken.
P. Han. No, if rif-htly taken, halter.

Re-enter FALSTAFF.
Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How
now, my sweet creature of bombast 1 How long
is't ago. Jack, since thou sawest thine own knee?

Fal. My own knee 1 when I was about thy years,
Hal, I was not an eagle's talon in the waist; I

could have crept into any alderman's thumb-ring ;
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A plague of sighinE; and grief I it blows a man up
like a bladder. There's villanous news abroad

:

here was sir John Bracy from your father; you
must to the court in the morning. That same mad
fellow of the north, Percy ; and he of Wales, that
gave Amaimon the bastinado, and made Lucifer
cuckold, and swore the devil his true liegeman
upon the cross of a Welsh hook,—What, a plague,
call you him ?

Poms. O, Glendower.
Fal. Owen, Owen; the same;—and his son-in-

law, Mortimer ; and old Northumberland ; and
that sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs
(j'hnrseback up a hill perpendicular.

P. Hen. He, that rides at high speed, and with
his pistol kills a sparrow flying.

Fal. You have hit it.

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow.
F(tL Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him;

he will not run.
P. Hen. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to

praise him so for running.
Fat. O'horseback, ye cuckoo ! but, afoot, he will

not budge a foot.

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct.

Ful. I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is there

too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-caps
more : Worcester is stolen away to-night

;
thy fa-

ther's beard is turned white with the news; you
may buy land now as cheap as stinking mackarel.
P. Hen. Why then, 'tis like, if there come a hot

June, and this civil buffeting hold, we shall buy
maidenheads as theybuy hob-nails, by the hundreds

.

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou sayest true ; it is like,

we shall have good trading that way.— But, tell me,
Hal, art thou not horribly afeard ? thou being heir

apparent, could the world pick thee out three such
enemies again, as that fiend Douglas, that spirit

Percy, and that devil Glendower 1 Art thou not
horribly afraid? doth not thy blood thrill at it?

P. Hen. Not a whit, i'faith ; I lack some of thy
instinct.

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to morrow,
when thou comest to thy father: if thou love me,
practise an answer.

P. Hen. Do thou stand for my father, and ex-

amine me upon the particulars ofmy life.
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Fal. Shall I? content:—This chair shall be my
state, this dagger my sceptre, and this cushion my
crown.
P. Hen. Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy

golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy precious

rich crown, for a pitiful bald crown !

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out

of thee, now shall thou be. moved.—Give me a cup
of sack, to make mine eyes look red, that it may
be thought I have wept ; for I must speak in pas-

sion, and I will do it in king Cambyses* vein.

P. Hen. Well, here is my leg.

Fal. And here is my speech :—Stand aside, no-

bility !

iHost. This is excellent sport, i'faith.

Fal. ^^'eep not, sweet queen, for trickling tears

are vain.

Host. O, the father, how he holds his countenance!

Fal. For God's sake, lords, convey my tristful

queen,
For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes.

Ht^t. O rave! he doth it as like one of these

harlotry players, as I ever see.

Fal, Peace, good pint-pot
;

peacp, good tickle-

brain.—Harry, I do not only marvel where thou
spendest thy time, but also how thou art accom-
panied : for though the camomile, the more it is

trodden on, the faster it grows, yet youth, the more
it is wasted, the sooner it wears. That thou art my
son, I have partly thy mother's word, partly my.
own opinion; but chiefly, a villanous trick of thino

eye, and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that

doth warrant me. If then thou be son to me, here

lies the point ;—Why, being son to me, art thou so

pointed at? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove

a micher, and eat blackberries? a question not to

be asked. Shall the son of England prove a thief,

and take purses ? a question to be asked. There is

a thing, Harry, which thou hast often heard of,

and it is known to many in our land by the name
of pitch : this pitch, as ancient writers do report,

doth defile; so doth the company thou keepesti

for, Harry, now I do not speak to thee in drink,

hut in tears; not in pleasure, but in passion ; not

in words only, but in woes also :—And yet there

is a virtuous man, whom I have often noted in thy

company, but 1 know not his name.
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P. Hen, What manner of man, an it like your
majesty ?

Fal. A good portly man, i'faitli, and a corpulent

;

of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble
carriage ; and, as I think, his age some fifty, or by'r-
lady, inclining to threescore ; and now I remember
me, his name is Falstaff: if that man should be
lewdly given, he deceiveth me ; for, Harry, I see
virtue in his looks. If then the tree may be known
by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then peremp-
torily I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff:
him keep with, the rest banish. And tell me now,
thou naughty varlet, tell me, where hast thou been
this month.

P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou
stand for me, and I'll play my father.

Fal. Depose me ! if thou dost it half so gravely,
so majestically, both in word and matter, hang me
up by the heels for a rabbet-sucker, or a poulter's
hare.

P. Hen. Well, here I am set.

F(d. And here I stand :—'judge, my masters.
P. Hen. Now, Harry; whence come youT
F(U. My noble lord, from Eastch::ap.

P. Hen . The complaints I hear of thee are grievous-

Fal. 'Sblood, my lord, they are false :—nay, I'll

tickle ye for a young prince, i*faith,

P. Hen. Swearest thou, ungracious boy? hence-
forth ne'er look on me. Thou art violently carried
away from grace : there is a devil haunts thee, in

the likeness of a fat old man : a tun of man is thy
eompanion. Why dost thou converse with that
trunk of humours, that bolting -hutch of beastliness,

that swoln parcel of dropsies, tliat hugh bombard
of sack, that stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted
Manningtree ox with ine pudding in his belly, that
reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that father ruffian,

that vanity in years ? Wherein is he good, but to

taste sack and drink it? wherein .leat and cleanly,

but to carve a capon and eat it .' wherein cunning,
but in craft ? wherein crafty, but in villany ?

wherein villanoua, but in all things ? whereiia
worthy, but in nothing?

Fal. \ would your grace would take me with
you ; Whom means your grace f

P. Hen. That villanous abominable misleader of

youth, Falstaff', that old white-bearded Satan.



Sc. 4. KING HENHY IV. 287

Fttl' My lord, the man I know.
P. Hen. I know, thou dost.

FaL But to say, I know more harm m him than
in myself, were to say more than I know. That
he is old, (the more the pity,) his white hairs do
witness it : hut that he is (saving your reverence,)

a whoiemaster, that I utterly deny. If sack and
sugar be a fault, God help the wicked ! If to be
old and merry be a sin, then many an old host
that I know, is damned : if to be fat be to be hated,
then Pharaoh's lean kine are to be loved. No, my
good lord ; banish Peto, banish Bardolph, banish
Poins : but for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack
FalslafF, true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff,

and therefore moie valiant, bein^ as he is, old Jack
Falstaff, banish not him thy Harry's company,
banish not him thy Harry's company ; banish
plump Jack, and banish all the world.

J'. Hcji. I do, I will. knQck^n^ hmrd.
{^Exeunt Hostess, Francis, and Bardolph.

He-enter KARDOLPH, running.

Bard. O, my lord, my lord ; 'the sheriff, with a
most monstrous watch, is at the door.

Fal. Out, you rogue ! play out the play : I have
much to say in the behalf of that Falstaff.

Re-enter Hostess, hastily.

Host. O Jesu, my lord, my lord !

Fal. Heigh, heigh ! the devil rides upon a fid-

dlestick : What's the matter ?

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the

door: they are come to search the house j Shall I

let them in ?

Fal- Dost thou hear, Hal ? never call a tme piece

of gold a counterfeit : thou art essentially mad,
without seeming so.

P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without in-

stinct,

Fal. I deny your major: if you will deny the

sheriff, so ; if not, let him enter : if I become not

a cart as well as another man, a plague on my
bringing up ! I hope, 1 shall as soon be strangled

with a halter, as another.

P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras ;—the
rest walk up above. Now, ray masters, for a true

£&ce, and good conscience.
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Fal. Both which I have had : but their date is

out, and therefore I'll hide me.
\_Exeunt all hut the Prince and Pains.

P. Hen. Call in the sheriff.

Enter Sfieri^ and Carrier.

Now, master sheriif ; what's your will \Wth me?
Sher. First, pardon me, my lord, A hue and cry

Hath foUow'd certain men unto this house.
P. Hen. What men?
Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious lord

;

A gross fat man.
Car. As fat as butter,

P. Hen. The man, I do assure you, is not here
;

For I myself at this time have employ'd him.
And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee.
That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time.
Send him to answer thee, or any man.
For any thing he shall be charg'd withal:
And so let me entreat you leave the house.

Sher. T will, my lord : There are two gentlemen
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks.
P. Hen. Itmaybeso: if he have robb'd these men.

He shall be answerable ; and so, farewell.
Sher. Good night, my noble lord.

P, Hen. I think it is good moiTOW ; Is it not ?

Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o'clock.

\_Ea-eunt Sherijf and Carrier.

P. Hen. This oily rascal is known as well as
Paul's. Go, call him forth,

Poins. Falstaff!—fast asleep behind the arras,

and snorting like a horse.
P. Hen. Hark, how hard he ferches breath

:

Search his pockets. [^Poins searches.'[ What hast
thou found ?

Poins. Nothing but papers, my lord.

P. Hen. Let's see what they be : read them.
Poins. Item, A capon, 2s. 2d.

Item, Sauce, 4d.
Item, Sack, two gallons, 5s. 8U,
Item, Anchovies, and sack after supper, 2s. €d.
Item, Bread, a halfpenny.
P. Hen. O monstrous! but one half-penny-worth

of bread to this intolerable deal of sack !—What
there is else, keep close ; we'll read it at more ad-
vantage : there let him sleep till day. I'll to the

court in the morning : we must all to the wars.
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and thy place shall be honourable. I'll procure

this fat rogue a charge of foot ;
and, I know, his

death will be a march of twelve-score. The money
shall be paid back again with advantage. Be with
me betimes in the morning ; and so good morrow,
Poins.

Poins. Good morrow, good my lord. [Ki^eunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Bangor. A room in the Archdeacon's house.

Jin/er HOTSPUR, WORCESTER,MORTIMER,
and GLENDOWER.

Afort. These promises are fair, the parties sure.

And our induction full of prosperous hope.

Hot. Lord Mortimer,—and cousin Glendower,—
Will you sit down?
And, uncle Worcester :—A plague upon it

!

I have forgot the map.
Glen. No, here it is.

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur :

For by that name as oft as Lancaster
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale ;

and with

A rising sigh, he wiaheth you in heaven,

Hot. And you in hell, as often as he hears

Owen Glendowev spoke of.

Glend. I cannot blame him : at ray nativity.

The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes,

Of burning cressets ; and, at my birth,

The frame and huge foundation of the earth

Shak'd like a coward.
Hot. Why, so it would have done

At the same season, if your mother's cat had
But kitten'd, though youi-self had ne'er been bOrn.

Glend. I say, the earth did bhake,when I was bom.
Hot. And I say. The earth was not of my mind.

If you suppose, as fearing you it shook,

Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the earth

did tremble.

Hot. O, then the earth shook to see the heavens

on fire,

And not in fear of your nativity.

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth

In strange eruptions: oft the teeming earth

Is with a kind of colick pinch'd and vex'd

By the imprisoning of unruly wind
Within her womb ; which, for enlargement striving.
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Shakes tlie old beldame earth, and topples down
Steeples and moss-grown towers. At your birth.
Our grandam earth, having this distemperature.
In passion shook,

Crlend. Cousin, of many men
I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave
To tell you once again,—that at my birth.
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes j

The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields.
These signs have mark'd me extraordinary

;And all the courses of my life do show,
I am not in the roll of common men.
Where is he living,—clipp'd in with the sea
That chides the banks of England, Scotland,

Wales,
Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me ?

And bring him out, that is but woman's sonj
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art.
And hold me pace in deep experiments.

Hot. t think, there is no man speaks better
Welsh :

^

I will to dinner.
Mart. Peace, cousin Percy

; you will make him
mad.

Glend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep.
Hot.^ Why, so can I ; or so can any man :

But will they come, when you do call for them ?

Glend, Why, I can teach you, cousin, to command
The devil.

Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the devil.
By telling truth ; Tell truth, and shame the devil.—
If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither.
And I'll be sworn, I have power to shame him hence,
O, while you live, tell truth, and shame the devil.

M(yrt. Come, come, «

No more of this unprofitable chat.
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroko

made head
Against my power : thrice from the banks of Wye,
And sandy-bottom'd Severn, have I sent hira.
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back.

Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather too !

How 'scapes he agues, in the devil's name ?

Glend. Come, here's the map ; shall we divido
our right,

According to our three-fold order ta'euT
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1 Mart. The archdeacon hath divided it

Into three limits, very equally :

I England, from Trent and Severn, hitherto.

By south and east, is to my part assi^'d

:

All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore.
And all the fertile land within that bound.
To Owen Glendower :—and, dear coz, to yon

I

The remnant northward, lying off from Trent.
And our indentures tripartite are dra«"n :

Which being sealed interchangeably,
(A business that this night may execute,)
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I,

And my good lord of Worcester, will set forth.
To meet your father, and the Scottish power.
As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury.
My father Glendower is not ready yet,
Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days :

—

Within that space, [7'o Glend.'] you may have
drawn together

Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen.
Glend. Ashorlertime shall send me to you, lords.

And in my conduct shail your ladies come

:

From whom you now must steal, and take no leave

;

For there will be a world of water shed,
Upon the parting of your wives and you.

I

Hot. Methinks,my moiety, north from Burtonhere,
In quantity equals not one of yours :

See, how this river comes me cranking in.

And cms me, from the best of all my land,
A huge half moon, a monstrous cantle out.
I'll have the current in this place damm'd up

;

And here the smug and silver Trent shall run.
In a new channel, fair and evenly :

It shall not wind with such a deep indent.
To rob me of so rich a bottom here.

Glend. Not wind ? it shall, it must ; you see, it

doth.
Mart. Yea, ,

But mark, bow he bears his course, and runs me up-

With like advantage on the other side
;

Gelding the opposed continent as much.
As on the other side it takes from you.

JVor. Yea, but a little charge will trench him here>
And on this north side win this cape of land

;

And then he runs straight and even.
Hot. I'll have it so ; a little charge will do it»

Gkn^. I will not have it alter'd.
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Host. Will not you t

Glend, No, nor you ahall not.

Hot. Who shall say me nay?
Giend. Why, that will I.

Hot. Let me not understand you then.

Speak it in Welsh.
Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as you;

For I was train'd up in the English court

:

Where, being but young, I framed to thw liarp.

Many an English ditty, lovely well,

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament
;

A virtue, that was never seen in you.
Hot, Marry, and I'm glad of 't with all my heart;

I had rather be a kitten, and cry—mew.
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers ;

I had rather hear a brazen canslick turn'd.

Or a dry wheel grate on an axle-tree
;

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge,
Nothing so much as mincing poetry

;

'Tis like the forc'd gait of a shuffling nag.
Glend. Come, you shall have Trent turn'd.

Hot. I do not care : I'll give thrice so much land
To any well-deserving friend

;

But, in the way of bargain, mark ye me,
1*11 cavil on the ninth part of a hair.

Are the indentures drawn? shall we be gone !

Glend. The moon shines fair, you may away by
night :

I'll haste the writer, and, withal.

Break with your wives of your departure hence :

I am afraid, my daughter will run mad.
So much she doteth on her Mortimer. \_Exit,

A/ort. Fie, cousin Percy ! how you cross my
father

!

Hot. I cannot choose : sometimes he angers me.
With telling me of the moldwaxp and the ant>

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies

;

And of a dragon and a finless fish,

A clip-wing'd griffin, and a moulten raven»
A couching lion, and a ramping cat.

And such a deal of skimlile-skamhle stuff

As puts me from my faith. I tell you u'hat,

—

He held me but last night, at least nine hours.
In reckoning up the several devils' names.
That were his lackeys : I cried, humph,—and well,

—go to,

—

But mmk'd him aot a word* 0^ he's as tedious
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I j\s is a tired horse, a railing wife ;

Worse than a smoVy house :— I had rather live.

With cheese and garlick, in a windmill, far.

Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me.
In any summer-house in Christendom.
Mort. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman;

Exceedingly well read, and profited

In strange concealments ; valiant as a lion,

I

And wond'rous affahle ; and as bountiful

As mines of India. Shall I tell you, coasiaT
He holds your temper in a high respect.

And curbs himself even of his natural scope,

I

When you do cross his humour; 'faith, he does;
I warrant you, that man is not alive.

Might so have tempted him as you have done,
AVithout the taste of danger and reproof;
But do not use it oft, let me entreat you.

H'or. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful-blame ;

And since your coming hither have done enough
To put Iiira quite beside his patience.

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault

;

Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, blood,
(And that's the dearest grace it renders you,)
Yftt oftentimes it doth present harsh rage.

Defect of manners, want of government.
Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain :

The least of which, haunting a nobleman,
Loseth men's hearts ; and leaves behind a stain

Upon the beauty of all parts besides,

I
Beguiling them of commendation.

' Hot. Well, I am school'd
;

good manners be
your speed I

Here come our wives, and let us talce our leare.

I

Re-enter GLKNDOWER, with the Ladies.

I Mart. This is the deadly spite that angers me.—
i My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh.
I O'lend, My daughter weeps ; she ivill not part

with you.
She'll be a soldier too, she'll to the wars.
Mort. Good father, tell her,—that she, and my

aunt Percy,
Shall follow in your conduct speedily.

[Giendower speaJiS to /<!5 daughter in H'elsh^

and she answers him in the same.
Clend. She's desperate here ; a peevish aelf".

will'd harlotry,
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One no persuasion can do good upon.
{Ladt/ M. speaks to Mortimer in Welsh.

Mort. I understand thy looks : that pretty Welsh
W hich thou pourest down from these swelling

heavens,
I am too perfect in ; and, but for shame.
In such a parley would I answer thee.

[Ladi/ M. speaks.

I understand thy kisses, and thou mine.
And that's a feeling disputation

:

But I will never be a ti-uant, love.

Till I have learn'd thy laut,-uage; for thy tonpie
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn'd.
Sung by a fair queen in a summer's bower.
With ravishing division, to her lute.

Glend. Nay, if you melt, then will she run mad.
\_Ladj/ M. speaks again.

Mort. O, I am ignorance itself in this.

Glend. She bids you
Upon the wanton rushes lay you down,
And rest youv gentle head upon hei- lap.

And she will sinij the song, that pleaseth you.
And on your eye-lids crown the god of sleep.

Charming your blood with pleasine; heaviness
;

Making such difference 'twixt wake and sleep.

As is the difference betwixt day and night.

The hour before the heavenly-harness'd team
Begins his golden progress in the east.

Mori, With all my heart I'll sit, and hear her
sing :

By that time will our book, I thiuk, be drawn.
Glend. Do so

;

And those musicians, that shall play to you.
Hang in the air a thousand leaguas from lience

;

Yet straight they shall be here : sit, and attend.

Sot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down :

Come, quick, quick ; that I may lay my head in thy
lap.

Ladtf P. Go, ye giddy goose.

GlendoaeT speaks some fi'elsh words, and then the

masick plai/s.

Hot. Now I perceive, the devil understandsWelshf
And 'tis no marvel, he's so humorous.
By'r-lady, he's a good musician.

LadTf P. Tlien should you be nothing but mu-
sical ; for you are altogether goyerued by hamoiws*
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Lie still, ye thief, and hear the lady sing iu
Welsh.
Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my hrach, howl iu

Irish.

Lady P. Would'st thou haye thy head brokeu ?
J/ot. No.
Lady P. Then be still.

J/ot. Neither ; 'tis a woman's fault.
Zndy P. Now God lielp thee !

Uot. To the Welsh lady's bed.
Lady P. What's that?
Uot. Peace ! she siugs.

vf? n'elsh song sung by Lady M.
Hot. Come, Kate, I'll have your song too.
Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth.
Hot. Not yours, in good sooth ! "Heart, you

swear like a comfit-maker's wife ! Not you, in
pood sooth ; and, As true as I live ; and. As God
shall mend me; and, As sure as day:
And giv'st such savceuet sui'ety for thy oaths.
As if thou never walk'dst further than Finsbury.
Swear me, Kate, like a lady, as thou art,

A good mouth-filliuy oath ; and leave iu sooth.
And such protest of pepper-glpgerbread.
To velvet-yuards, and Suuday-citizens.
Come, sing.

Lady P. I will not sing.
Hot. 'Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be red-

breast teacher. An the indentures be drawn, I'll

away within tlicse two hours ; and so come in when
ye will. \_E£'it.

6V«;jrf.Come,come,lord Mortimerj you are as slow.
As hot lord Percy is on fire to go.
By this our book 's drawn ; we'll but seal, and theu
To horse immediately.
Mart. With all my heart. \Exeunt.

SCENE II.

London. W room in the palace.

Enter King HENRY, Prince of fVales, and Lords.

K. Ihn. Lords, give us leave; the Prince ofM ales and I

Must have some conference : But be near at hand,
For we- shall preseatly have need of you.

{Exeunt Lords.
S9
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I know not whether God will have it so,

I''ov some displeasing service I have done.

That in his secret doom, out of my blood

3He'll breed revengement and a scourge for me;
.But thou dost, in thy passages of life.

Make me believe,—that thou art only mavk'd
T"or the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven.

To punish my mis-treadings. Tell me else,

Could such inordinate, and low desires,

S uch poor, such bare,such lewd,such mean attempts.

Such barren pleasures, rude society,

As thou art match'd withal, and grafted to.

Accompany the greauiess of thy blood.

And hold their level with thy princely heart?

P. Hen. So please your majesty I would I could.

Quit all offences with as clear excuse.

As well as, T am doubtless, I can purge

Myself of many I am charg'd withal :

Yet such extenuation let me beg,

As, in reproof of many tales devis'd,

—

AVhich oft the ear of greatness needs must hear,—

Hy smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers,

I may, for some things true, wherain my youth

Hath faulty wander'd and irregular,

"Find pardon on my true submission.

A'. Hen. God pardon thee !—yet let me wonder,

ilarry,

At thy affections, which do hold a wing
Quife from the flight o^ all thy ancestors.

Thy place in councirthou hast rudely lost,

"Which by thy younger brother is supplied
;

And art almost an alien to the hearts

Of all the court and princes of my blood :

The hope and expectation of thy time

Is ruin'd ; and the soul of every man
Prophetically does fore-think thy fall.

Kad I so lavish of my presence been.

So common-hackney'd in the eyes of men.
So stale and cheap to vulgar company

;

Opinion, that did help me to the crown.
Had still kept loyal to possession

;

And left me in reputeless banishment,

A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood.

Sy behig seldom seen, I could not stii",

But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at :
^

That men would tell their children. This is he!

Others would say,—^Vicre ? ickich is Bolingbro&e f
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And then I stole all courtesy from heaven.
And dress'd myself in such humility.
That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts.
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths.
Even in the presence of the crowned king,

I
Thus did I keep my person fresh, and new

;

j

My presence, like a robe pontifical,

;

Ne'er seen, but wonder'd at : and so my stite.
Seldom, but sumptuous, showed like a feast
And won, by rareness, such solemnity.

'

The skipping king, he ambled up and down
"With shallow jesters, and rash bavin wits,
Soon kindled, and soon burn'd : carded his state •

Mingled his royalty with capering fools ;

'

Had his great name profaned with their scorns:
And gave his countenance, against his name.
To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push
Of every beardless vain comparative :

Grew a companion to the common streets,
Enfeofi'd Iiimself to popularity ;

That, being daily swallow'd by men's eyes.
They surfeited ivith honey ; and began
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little
More than a little is by much too much.
So, when he had occasion to be seen.
He was but as the cuckoo is in June,
Heard, not regarded

; seen, but with such eyes.
As, sick and blunted with community.
Afford no extraordinary gaze.
Such as is bent on sun-like majesty,

I

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes

:

I

But rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids down,
I

Slept in his face, and render'd such asp&ct,

j

As cloudy men use to their adversaries

;

Being with his presence fjlutted, gorg'd, and full.
And in that very line, Harry, stand'st thou :

For thou hast lost thy priiicelv privilege,
With vile participation ; not an eye
But is a-weary of thy common sight,
Save mine, which hath desir'd to see thee more •

Which now doth that, I would not have it do.
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness.
P. Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracions lord,

Be more myself,
K. Hen. For all the world,

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then,

i

When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg

;

i
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And even as I was then, is Percy now.
Now by my sceptre, and my soul to boot.

He hath more worthy interest to the state.

Than thou, the shadow of succession

:

For, of no right, nor colour like to right.

He doth fill fields with harness in the realm
;

Turns head against the lion's armed jaws
;

And, being no more in debt to years than thou.

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on.

To bloody battles, and to bruising ai-ms.

What never-dying honour hath he got

Against renowned Douglas ; whose high deeds.

Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms.

Holds from all soldiers chief majority,

And military title capital,
^

Through all the kingdoms, that acknowledge Christ I

Thrice hath this Hotspur Mars in swathing clothes,

Tliis infant warrior in his euterprizes

Discomfited great Douglas : ta'en him once.

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him.

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up.

And shake the peace and safety of our throne.

And what say you to this ! Percy, Northumberland,

The archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer,

Capitulate against us, and are up.

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee ?

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes.

Which art my near'st and dearest enemy f

Thou that art like enough, through vassal fear.

Base inclination, and the start of spleen,

To fight against me under Percy's pay,

To dog his heels, and court'sy at his fro^vns.

To show how much degenerate thou art.

P. Hen. Do not think so, you shall not find it so

;

And God forgive them, that have so much sway'd

Your maiesty's good thoughts away from me '

I will redeem all this on Percy's liead.

And, in the closing of some glorious day.

Be bold to tell you, that I am your son
;

When I will wear a garment all of blood.

And stain my favoui-s in a bloody mask,

AVhich, wash'd away, shall scour my shame with it.

And that shall be the day, whene'er it lights.

That this same child of honour and renown,

This gallant Hotspur, this alUpraised knight.

And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet

:

For every hoAOur sitticB oa his helm,
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'Would fliey were multitudes ; and on my head
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come
That I shall make this northern youth eichanga
His glorious deeds for my indignities.
Percy is but my factor, good my lord.
To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf:
And I will call him to so strict account,
That he shall render every glory up.
Yea, even the slightest worship of liia time.
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart.
Tliis, in the name of God, I promise here

:

The which, if he be pleas'd I shall perform,
T do beseech your majesty, may salve
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance :

If not, the end of life cancels all bands j

And I will die an hundred thousand deaths.
Eve break the smallest parcel of this vow.
K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this :—

Thou shall have charge, and sovereign trust, herein.

Enter BLUNT.
How now, good Blunt 7 thy looks are full of speed.
Blunt. So hath the business,that I come to speak of.

Tjord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word,—
That Douglas, and the English rebels, met.
The eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury ;

A mighty and a fearful head they are.

If promises he kept on every hand.
As ever offer'd foul play in a state.

K. Hen. Theearl of Westmorland set forth to-day;
With him my son, lord John of Lancaster

;

For this advertisement ig five days old :

—

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set
Forward; on Thursday, we ourselves will march:
Our meeting is Bridgnorth : and, Harry, you.

1
Shall March through Gloucestershire; by which

account.
Our business valued, some twelve days hence
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet.
Our hands are full of business : let's away

;

Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay.
[Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Eastcheap. A room ia the Boar's Head Tavern.

Enter FALSTAFF and BARDOLPH.
Fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since
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this last action f do I not bate? do I not d%vindle?
Why, my skin hangs about rae like an old lady's

loose gown ; I am wither'd like an old apple-John.
Well, I'll repent, and that suddenly, while I am,

in some liking ; I ihall be out of heart shortly, and
then I shall have no strength to repent. An I have
not forgotten what the inside of a church is made
of, I am a pepper-corn, a brewer's horse: the in-

side of a church ! Company, villanous company,
hath been the spoil of me.
Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot

live long.
Fal. \Vhy, there is it :—come, sing me a bawdy

song;, make me merry. I was as virtuously given,

as a gentleman need to be ; virtuous enougli : swore
little; diced, not above seven times a week; went
to a bawdy-house, not above once in a quarter—of

an hour
;
paid money that I borrowed, three or four

times ; lived well, and in good compass : and now
I live out of all order, out of all compass.
Bard. Why, you are so fat, sir John, that you

must needs be out of all compass ; out of all rea-

sonable compass, sir John.
Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend my

life : Thou art our admiral, thou bearest the lantern
in the poop,—but 'tis in the nose of thee ; thou art

the knight of the burning lamp.
Bard. Why, sir John, my face does you no harm.
Fal. No, I'll be sworn ; I make as good use of

it as many a man doth of a death's head, or a me-
mento viori: I never see thy face, but I think upon
hell-fire, and Dives that lived in purple ; for tliere

he is in his robes, buniing, burning. If thou wert
any way given to virtue, I would swear by thy
face ; my oath should be, By this fire : but thou
art altogether given over; and wert indeed, but
for the light in thy face, the son of utter darkness.

When thou ran'st up Gads-hill in the night to

catch my horse, if I did not think thou hadst been
an ignis fatuiis, or a ball of wildfire, there's no pur-
chase in money. O, thou art a perpetual triumph,
an everlasting bonfire light ! Thou hast saved me
a thousand marks in links and torches, walking
with thee in the night betwixt tavern and tavern :

but the sack, that thou hast drunk me, would have
bought me lights as good cheap, at the dearest

chandler's in Europe, I have maiatained that
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salamander of yours with fire, any time this two-
aiid-thirty years: Heaven reward me for it!

Hard. Sblood, I would my face were in your
belly !

Fat. God-a-mercy ! so should I be sure to be
heart-burned.

Enter f/osless.

How now, dame Partlet the hen? have vou in-
quired yet, who picked my pocket?

J/osl, Why, sir John! wnat do you think, sir
John ? Do you think I keep thieves in my house ?

I have searcned, I have inquired, so has my hus-
band, man by man, boy by boy, servant tiy ser-
vant : the titne of a hair was never lost in my
house before.

Fa!. You lie, hostess ; Bardolph was shaved,
and lost many a hair : and I'll be sworn, my pocket;
was picked : Go to, you are a woman, go.

Most. Who, I ? I defy thee : I was never called
so in mine own house before.

Fat. Go to, I know you well enough.
Host, No, sir John: you do not know me, sic

John ; I know you, sir John : you owe me money,
sir John, and now you pick a quarrel to beguile ma
of it : I l)ounht you a dozen of shirts to your back-

Fal. Dowlas, tilthy dowlas: I have given them
away to bakers' wives, and they have made bolters
of them.

Host. Now, as I am a true woman, holland o£
eight shillings an ell. You owe money here bs-
sides, sir John, for your diet, and by-drinkings,
and money lent you, four and twenty pound.
FnL He had his part of it ; let him pay.
Host. He 7 alas, he is poor ; he hath nothing.

Fal. How! poor? look upon his face ; What call

you rich ? let them coin liis nose, let them coin his

cheeks : I'll not pay a denier. What, w*ill you
make a younker of me ? shall I not take mine ease
in mine inn, but I shall have my pocket picked ?

I have lost a seal-ring of my grandfather's, worth
forty mark.

Host. O Jesu ! I have heard the prince tell him,

J know not how oft, that that ring was copper.

Fal. How! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup;
and, if he were here, I would cudgel him like a
dog, if he would say so.
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F.r.Uv Prince HENRY and POTNS, marching.
FALSTAFF meets the Prince, playing on Ids

truncheon, like aJife.

Fal. How now, lad? is the wind in that door,
i'faith ? must we all march?
Bard. Yea, tsvo and two, Newgate-fashion.
Jlost. My lovd, 1 pray you, hear me.
P. Hen. What sayest thou, mistress Quickly?

How does thy husband? I love him well, he is an
honest man.

Host. Good my lord, bear me.
Fal. Pr'ythee, let her alone, and list to me.
P.Ben. What sayest thou, Jack?
Fal. The other night I fell asleep here behind

4he arras, and had my pocket picked : this house
is turned bawdy-house, they pick pockets.
P. Hen. What didst thou lose, Jack 'J

Fnl. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or fouy
%onds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal-ring of my
grandfather's.
P. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter.
Host. So I told him, my lord ; and I said, I

heard your grace say so : And, my lord, he speaks
most vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed man as he
is ; and said, he would cudgel you.
P.Hm. What! he did not?
Host. There's ueither faith, truth, nor woman-

hood in me else.

Fal. There's no more faith in thee than' in a
stewed prune ; nor no more truth in thee, than in

ft drawn fox : and for womanhood, maid Marian
may be the deputy's wife of the ward to thee. Go,
you thing, go.

Host. Say, what thing? what thing?
Fnl. What thing ? why, a tiling to thank God on.
Host. I am no thing to thank God on, I would

thou shouldst know it ; T am an honest man's
wife: and, setting thy knighthood aside, thou art
a knaTc to call me so.

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a
beast to say otherwise.

Host. Say, what beast, thou knave thou ?

Ffii. What beast? why an otter.

P. Hen. An otter, sir John ! why an otter ?

Fal. Why? she's neither fish, nor flesh; a man
knows not where to have her.
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f
Jfost. Ti\a\x art an un^stmanin saying 50 ; thou or

I

aiymau knows where to have me, thou knave thou !

P.Ben. Tliou sayest true, hostess; and he
glanders thee most grossly.

I

Host. So he doth you, my lord ; and said this

I other day, you ought him a thousand pound.

P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound ?

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal? a million: thy

love is worth a million ; thou owest me thy love.

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and
said, he would cudgel you,

Fnl. Did I, Bardolph ?

Bard. Indeed, sir John, yon said so.

Fal. Yea ; if he said, my i-in*; was copper,

I P. Hen. 1 say, 'tis copper : Barest thou he as

good as thy word now ?

Fai. Why, Hal, thou knowcst, as thou art but

man, I dare : but, as thou art prince, I fear thee,

as I fear the roaring of the lion's whelp.

P. Hen. And why not, as the lion X

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the

lion : Dost thou think, I'll fear thee as I fear thy

father ? nay, an I do, I pray God, my girdle break !

P. Hen. O, if it should, how would thy guts fall

about thy knees ! But, sirrah, there's no room for

faith, truth, nor honesty, in this bosom of thine

;

it is filled up with guts, and midriff. Charge an

honest woman witli picking thy pocket! Why,
thou whorson, impudent, embossed rascal, if there

were any thing in thy pocket hut tavern-reckonings,

memorandums of bawdy-houses, and one poor

penny-worth of sugar-candy to make thee long

winded ; if thy pocket were enriched with any

other injuries but these, I am a villain. And yet

you will stand to it ; vou will not pocket up wrong

:

Art thou not ashamed ?

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? thou knowest, in the

state of innocency, Adam fell ; and what should

! poor Jack Falstaff do, in the days of villany ? Thou
'

seest. I have more 6esh than another man ; and

therefore more frailty. Y"ou confess then, you

picked my pocket?

P. Hen. It appears so by the story.

Fal. Hostess, I forgive thee : Go, make ready

breakfast ; love thy husband, look to thy servants,

cherish thy guests : thou'shalt find me tractable to

any honest reason: thou seest, I am pacified.—

M L
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Still?—Nay, pr'ythee, be gone. [Exit Hostess.'

No%v, Hal, to the news at court : for the robbery,

lad,—How is that answered 1

P. Hen. O, my sweet beef, I must still be good

angel to thee :—The money is paid back again.

Fid. O, I do not like that paying back, 'tis a

double labour.
P. Hen. I am good friends with my father, and

may do any thing.

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the first thing thou

doest, and do it with unwashed hands too.

Bard. Do, my lord.

P. Hen. I have procured thee. Jack, a charge of foot.

Fal. I would, it had been of horse. Where shall

1 find one that can steal well t O for a fine thief,

of the age of two and twenty, or thereabouts ! I

am heinously unprovided. VVeU, God be thanked

for these rebels, they offend none but the virtuous

;

I laud them, I praise them.

P. Hen. Bardolph
Bard. My lord.

P. Hen .G o bear this letter to loi-djohn of Lancaster,

My brother John j this to my lord o£ Westmore-
land.—

Gro, Poins, to horse, to horse ; for thou, and T,

Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time.

—

Jack,
Meet me to-morrow i'the Temple-hall

At two o'clock i'the afternoon

:

There shalt thou know thy charge ; and there receive

Money, and order for their furniture.

The land is burning
;
Percy stands on high

;

And either they, or we, must lower lie.

{Ea-'etint Prince, Poins, and Bardolph.

Fal. Rare words ! brave world ! Hostess, my
breakfast; come:

—

O, 1 could wish; this tavern were my drum. {ExiC

.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

The rebel camp near Shrewsbury.

Enter HOTSPUR, WORCESTER, and
DOUGLAS.

Hot. Well said, my noble Scot : If speaking truth;

In this fine age, were not thought flattery.

Such attribution should the Douglas have,

As not a soldier of this season's stamp
_
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Should go so ijeneral eurj-ent through the world.
By heaven, I cannot flatter; I defy

The tongues of soothers; but a braver place

In my heart's love, hath no man than youi-self;

Nay, task me to the word ;
approve me, lord.

Douff. Thou art the king of honour:
No man so potent breathes upon the ground.
But I will beard him,
Hnt. Do so, and 'tis well :—

Knter a Messenger, irilh letters

.

What letters hast thou there ?— I can but thank yon.
Mess. These letters come from your father,

—

Ifot. Letters from him ! why comes he not himself?

Mess. Hecannotcome,mylord; he's grievous sick.

Hot. 'Zounds ! how has he the leisure to be sick.

In such a justling time i Who leads his power i

Under whose government come they along ?

Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my lord.

/Tor. 1 pr'yiliee, tell me, dotli he keep his bed?
Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth

;

And at the time of my departure thence.

He was much fear'd i)y his physicians.

/for. I would the state of time had first beemvhole,
Kre he by sickness had been visited;

His health was never better worth than now.
Jlot'. Sick now ! droop now ! this sickness doth infect

The very life-blood of our eaterprize ;

'Tis catching hither, even to our camp.
He writes me here,—that inward sickness—
And that his friends by deputation could not

So soon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet.

To lay so dangerous and dear a trust

On any soul remov'd, but on his own.
Yet doth he {;ive us bold advertisement,

—

That with our small conjunction, we should on.

To see how fortune is dispos'd to us :

For, as he writes, thure is no quailing now

;

Because the king is certainly possess'd

Of all our purposes. What say you to it?

fVur. Your father's sickness is a maim to us.

Hoi. A perilous gash, a veiy limb lopp'd off:

—

And yet, in faith, 'tis not; his ]>resent want
Seems more than we shall find it :—Were it good.

To set the exact wealth of all our states

All at one cast ? to set so rich a main
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour?
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It were not good : for therein should we read
The very bottom and the soul of hope;
The very list, the very utmost bound
Of all our fortunes.

Doug. 'Faith, and so we should;
Where now remains a sweet reversion :

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what
Is to come in :

A comfort of retirement lives in this.

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fiy unto.

If that the devil and mischance look big
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs.

^Vor. But yet, \ would your father had been here.

The quality and air of our attempt
Brooks no division: It will be thouf^ht

By some, that know not why he is away.
That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike

Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence ;

And think, how such an apprehension
May turn the tide of fearful faction.

And breed a kind of question in our cause

:

For, well you know, we of the offering side

Must keffp aloof from strict arbitrement

;

And stop all sight-boles, every loop, fi-om whence'
The eye of reason may pry in upon us :

This absence of your talher's draws a curtain.

That shows the ignorant a kind of fear.

Before not dreamt of.

Hot. You strain too far.

I, rather, of his absence make this use ;

—

It lends a lustre, and more great opinion,

A larger dare to our great enterprize.

Than if the earl were here : for men must think.

If we, without his help, can make a head
To push against the kingdom ; with his help.

We shall o'erturn it topsy-turvy doi^-n.

—

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole.
Doug. As heart can think : there is not such a word

Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear.

Enter Sir RICHARD VERNON.
Hot. My cousin Vernon! welcome, by my soul.

f-'er. Pray God, my news be worth a welcome,lord.
The earl ot Westmoreland, seven thousand strong,

Is marching hitherwards ; with him, prince John.
Hot. No haiin : What more ?

f-'er. And further, I have leam'dj—
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The Iving himself in person hath set forth.

Or hitherwavds intended speedily,

Witli strong and mighty preparation.

Hut, He shall be welcome too. Where is his son.

The nimble-footed mad-cap prince of Wales,
And his comWides, that dafif d the world aside.

And bid it pass?
/ cr. All furnish'd, all in anns«

All plum'd like estridges that wing the wind;
Bated like eagles having lately batb'd

;

Glittering in golden coats, like images
;

As full of spirit as the month of May,
And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer;
Wanton a"; youthful goats, wild as young bulls.

'

J saw young Harry,—with his beaver on.

His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm'd,—
Kise from the ground like feather'd Mercury,
And vaulted with such ease into his seat.

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds.

To turn aud wind a fiery Pegasus,

And witch the world with noble horsemanship.

Hot. No more, no more ; worse than the sun iu

March,
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come;
They come like sacrifices in their trim.

And to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war.
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them:
The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit.

Up to the cars in blood. I am on fire.

To hear this ricli reprisal is so nigh,

And yet not ours :—Come, let me take my horse.

Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt,

Against the bosom of the prince of Wales :

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse.

Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a corse.—

O, that Glendower were come !

p'er. There is more news :

I leani'd in Worcester, as I rode along.

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days.

Doug. That's the worst tidings that I hear of yet.

JFor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound.

Hot. What may the king's whole battle reach untof

f^er. To thirty thousand.
' Hot. Forty let it be ;

My father and Glendower being both away.
The powers of us may serve so great a day.

Come, let us make a muster speedily

;
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Doomsday is near ; die all, die merrily.

Doicsr. Talk not of dying ; I am out of fear

Of death, or death's hand, for this one half year.

\_Eaeunt.

SCENE II.

A public road near Coventry.

Enter FALSTAFF and BARDOLPH.
Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; fill

me a bottle of sack: our soldiers shall march

through; we'll to Satton-Coldtield to-night.

Bard. Will you give me money, captain i

Fal. Lay out, lay out.

Bard. This bottle makes an angel.
_

Fal. An if it do, take it for thy labour ;
and if it

make twenty, take them all, I'll answer the coin-

age. Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the

town's end.
Bard. I will, captain : farewell. y!..vti.

Fal. If T be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am
a soused gurnet. I have misused the king's press

damnably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred

and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds.

I press me none but good house-holders, yeomen's

sons : inquire me out contracted bachelors, such as

had been asked twice on the bans ; such a commo-

dity of warm slaves, as had as lief hear the devil

as a drum ; such as fear the report of a caliver,

worse than a struck fowl, or a hurt wild-duck. I

pressed me none but such toasts and butter, with

hearts in their bellies no bigger than pins heads,

and they have bought out their services ; and now
my whole charge consists of ancients, corporals,

lieutenants, 5;entlemen of companies, slaves as

ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where the

glutton's dogs licked his sores : and such as, in-

deed, were never soldiers; but discarded unjust

serWng-men, younger sons to younger brothers, re-

volted tapsters, and ostlers trade-fallen; the cankers

of a calm world, and a long peace : ten times more

dishonourable ragged than uu old faced ancient :

and such have I, to fill up the rooms of them that

have bought out their services, that you would

think, that I had a hundred and fifty tattered pro-

di-rals, lately come from swine-keeping, from eat-

ing draff and husks. A mad fellow met me on the

way, and told mcj I had unloaded all the gibbets.
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ami pressed tlie dead bodies. No eye hath seen
such scave-crows. 1*11 notmarcli through Coventry
with thetn, that's flat :—Nay, and the villains

march wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves
on

;
for, indeed, 1 had the most of them out of

prison. There's but a shirt and a half in all my
company : and the half-shirt is two napkins, tacked
together, and thrown over the shoulders, like a
herald's coat without sleeves ; and the shirt, to say
the truth, stolen from my host at Saint Alban's,
or the red-nose innkeeper of Daintry. But that's

all one; they'll find linen enough on every hedge.

Enter Prince HENRY and WESTMORELAND.
P. Hen. How now, blown Jack ? how now, quilt ?

Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad ^vag? what a
devil dost thou in Warwickshire?—My good lord

of Westmoreland, I cry you mercy ; I thought
your honour had already been at Shrewsbury,

If'eU. 'Faith, sir John, 'tis more than time that

I were there, and you too ; but my powers are

there already: the king, I can tell you, looks for

us all; we must away all night.

Fal. Tut, never fear me: 1 am as vigilant as a
cat to steal cream.
P. Hen. I think, to staal cream indeed; for thy

theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me.
Jack; whose fellows are these, that come after?

Fat. Mine, Hal, mine.
P. Hen. 1 did never see such pitiful rascals.

Fal. Tut, tut
;

good enough to toss ; food fof

powder, food for powder; they'll fill a pit, as well

as better: tush, man, mortal men, mortal men.
Jf'est. Ay, but, sir John, methinks they are ex-

ceeding poor and bare ; too beggarly.
Fnt. 'Faith, for their poverty,— I know not where

they had that; and for their bareness,—I am sure,

they never leamed that of me.
P. Hen. No, I'll be sworn ; unless you call three

fingers on the ribs, bare. But, sirrah, make haste;

Percy is already in the field,

Fnl. What, is the king encamped ?

fVest. He is, sir John ; I fear,we shall stay too long.

Fal. Well.
To the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a

feast,

Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. {Effeunt.
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SCENE III.

The rebel camp near Shrewsbury.

Enter HOTSPUR, WORCESTER, DOUGLAS,
and VERNON.

Hot. We'll fight with him to-night.

PTor. It may not be.

Dou^. You give him then advantage.
;

f^er. Not a whit.
^

Mot. Why say you so ? looks he not for supply I ,

J^er. So do we.
Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful.

fVor. Good cousin, be advis'd : stir not to-night.

fer. Do not, my lord.

Doug. You do not counsel well;

You speak it out of fear, and cold heart.

f'er. Do me no slander, Douglas : by my life,

(And I dare well maintain it with my life,)

If well-respected honour bid me on,

I hold as little counsel with weak fear.

As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives;

Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle.

Which of us fears.

Dong, Yea, or to-night.

fer. Content.

Jfot. To-night, say I.

f^'er. Come, come, it may not be.

I wonder much, being men of such great leading.

That you foresee not what impediments
Drag back uur expedition : certain horse

Of my cousin Vernon's are not yet come Up,:

Your uncle Worcester's horse came but to-day;
And now their pride and mettle is asleep,

Their courafie with hard labour tame and dull.

That not a horse is lialf the half himself.

Hot. So are the horses of the enemy
Jn general, lourney-bated, and brought lowj
The better part of ours is full of rest.

^or. Tlie number of the king exceedeth ours

:

For God's sake, cousin, stay till all come in.

trumpet soumls a parlejj.

Enter Sir WALTER BLUNT.
Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king,

If you vouchsafe me hearing, and respect.

Hot. Welcome, sir Waller Jilaat \ and 'wouli
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You were of our determmation !

Some of u* lav^ you well : aiid eren those some
Envy your great ieserviug, and good name ;
Because you are not of our quality.
But Ktand againat us like an enemy.
Blunt. And God defend, but still I should stan4«.

So long as, out of limit, and true rule.
You stand against ajiointed majesty !

But, to my charge.—The king hath sent to kaow
The nature of your griefs; and whereupon
You coniure from the breast of civil peace
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land
Audacious cruelty : If that the king
Have any way your good deseits forgot,—
AVhich he couiesseth to be manifold,

—

He bids you name your griefs
; and, with all syeed,

You shall have your desires, with interest;
And jiardon absolute for yourself and these,
Horeni mialed by your suggestion,

J/o(. The king is Itiftd ; and, well we know, tJie luag
Knows at wha* time to promise, when to pay.
My fatlier, and my uncle, and myself.
Did give him that same royalty he wears

:

And,—when he was not six and twenty strong.
Sick- in tlie world's regard, wretched and low,
A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home,<~-
My father gave him welcome to the shore

:

And,—when he heard him swear, and vow to God,
He came but to ba duke of Lancaster,
To sue his livery, and beg his peace;
V\ ith tears of innocency, and terms of zeal,—
Sly father, in kind heart and pity mov'd.
Swore him assistance, and performed it too.
Now, when the lords and barons of the realm
Percciv'd Northumberland did lean to him.
The more and less came in with cap and knee^
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages

;

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes,
Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths.
Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow'd him.
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes.
He presently,—as gieatuess knows itself,—
Steps me a little higher than his vow
Made to my father, while his blood was poor.
Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg

;

And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform
Some certaiu edicts/ aud some strait dsuiees.
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That He too heavy on the commonwealth

:

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep
Over his c©unti-y's wrongs ;

and, by this face.

Tins seeming broiv of justice, did he win
The hearts of all, that he did angle for.

"Proceeded further ; cut me off the heads

Of all the favourites, that the absent k-.ng

In deputation left behind him here,

"When he was personal in the Irish war.

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear tliis.

j{ot. Then, to the point.

In short time after, he depos'd the king
;

Soon after that, depriv'd him of his life;

And, in the neck of that', task'd the whole state:

'To make that worse, suffer'd his kinsman March
(Who is, if every owner were well plac'd,

Indeed his king,) to be incag'd in Wales,
There wifhout ransome to lie forfeited :

Disgrac'd me in my happy victories
;

Sought to intrap me by intelligence ;

Rated my uncle from the council-board

;

In rage dismiss'd my father from the court;

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong :

And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out

This head of safety; and, withal, to pry

Into his title, the which we find

Too indirect for long continuance.

Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the king?

Hoi. Not so, sir Walter ; we'll withdraw awhile.

Go to the king; and let there be impavvn'd

Some surety for a safe return again.

And in the morning early shall mini uncle

Bring him our purposes : and so farewell.

Blunt. I would,you would accept ofgrace and love.

Ifot. And, may be, so we shall.

Blunt. 'Pray heaven you do ! [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

York. A room in the Archbishop's house.

Enter the Archbishop of York, and a Gentleman.

Arch. Hie, good sir Michael ; bear this sealed brief.

With winged haste, to the lord mareshal

;

This to my cousin Scroop; and all the rest

To whom they are directed : if you knew
How much they do import, you would make haste.

(rent. My good lord.
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I guess their tenor.
jirck. Like enougli, you do.

Tc-morrow, good sir Michael, is a day.
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men
Must 'bide the touch : For, sir, at Shrewsbury,
As I am truly given to understand.
The king, with mighty and quick-raised power.
Meets with lord Harry: and I fear, sir Michael,—
What with the sickness of Northumberland,
(Whose power was in the first proportion,)
And what with Owen Glendower's absence, thence,
(Who with them was a rated sinev/ too.
And comes not in, o'er-rul'd by prophecies,)

—

I fear, the poyvcr of Percy is too weak
To wage an instant trial with the king.

Gent. Why, good my lord, you need not fear;
there's Douglas,

And Mortimer.
^irch. Nc, Mortimer's not there.
Gent. Hut there is Mordake, Vernon, lord Harry

Percy,
And there's my lord of Worcester, and a head
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen.

j4rch. And so there is : but yet the king hath drawn
The special head of all the land tosjether ;

—

The prince of Wales, lord John of Lancaster,
The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt;
And many more cor-rivals, and dear men
Of estimation and command in arms.

G^c/if,Doubt not,mylord,they shall be welloppoa'd

.

rf^rcA. I hope no less, yet needful 'tis to fear;
And, to prevent the worst, sir Michael, speed;
For, if lord Percy thrive not, ere the king
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us,

—

For he hath heard of our confederacy,
And 'tis but wisdom to make strong against him ;
Therefore, make haste: I must go write again
To other friends ; and so farewell, sir Michael.

\_Ea:eunt severally*

ACT V. SCENE L
The King's camp near Shrewsliury.

Enter Kine HENRY, Prince HENRY, Prince
JOHN of Lfincetsfer, Sir WALTER BLUNT,
and Sir JOHN FALSTAFF.
X.Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer
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Above yon taslcy hUl ! the day looks pale

At his distempeiature.

p^Hen. The southern wind

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes
;

And, by his hollow whistling in the leaves.

Foretells a tempest, and a blustering day.

A". Hen. Then with the losers let it sympathize j

For nothing can seem foul to those, that win,

—

Trumpet. Enter WORCESTER and VEF.NON.

How now, my lord of Worcester ? 'tis not well,

Tliat you and I should meet upon such terms

As now we meet : You have deceiv'd our trust

;

And made ns doff our easy robes of peace.

To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel

:

This is not well, my lord, this is not well.

What say you to't? will you again unl<mt

Tliis churlish knot of all-abhon-ed war !

And move in that obedient orb agam.

Where you did give a fair and natural light

;

And be no more ^n exhal'd meteor,

A prodigy of fear, and a portent

Of broached mischief to the unborn times »

/For. Hear me, my liege :

For mine own part, 1 could be well content

To entertain the lag-end of my life

With quiet hours ; for, I do protest,

I have not sought the day of this dislike.

K.Hen. You have not sought it! how comes it

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it.

J*. i/e«. Peace, chewet, peace.

War. It pleas'd your majesty to turn your loolia

Of favour, from myself, and all our hmise ;

And yet I must remember you, my lord.

We were the first and dearest of your friends.

For you my staff of office did I break

In Richard's time ; and posted day and night

To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand.

When yet you were in place and in account

J^othing so strong and fortunate as I.

It was myself, my brother, and his son.

That brought you home, and boldly did outdare

The dangers of the time : You swore to us,—

And you did swear that oath at Doncaster,

That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state ;

Nor claim no further than your new-fall n right.
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The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster:
To this we swore our aid. But> in short space.

It rahi'd down fortune showering on your nead ;

And sach a flood of greatness fell on you,

—

W}iat with our help ; what with the absent king

;

"What with the injuries of a wanton time

;

The seeming sufferances, that you h^d borne ;

And the contrarious winds, that held the king
So long in his unlucky Irish wars,
That all in England did refute him dead,—
And, from this swarm of fair advantages.
You took occasion to be quickly woo'd
To gripe the general sway into your hand :

Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster;
And, being fed by us, you us'd us so

As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo's bir^,

Useth the sparrow : did oppress our nest ;

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk.

That even our love durst not come near your sight.

For tear of swallowing; but with nimble wing
We were enforc'd, for iafety sake, to fly

Out of your sight, and raise this present head :

Whereby we stand opposed by such means
As you yourself have forg'd against yourself;

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance.
And violation of all faith and troth

Sworn to us in your younger enterprize.

K. Hen. These things, indeed,you have articulated,

Proclaim'd at market-crosses, read in churches ;

To face the garment of rebellion

With some fine colour, that may please the eye

Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents.

Which gape and rub the elbow, at the news
Of hurlyburly innovation

:

And never yet did insurrection want
Such water-colours, to impaint his cause

:

Nor moody beggars, starvmg for a time

Of pellmell havock and confusion.

P. Hen. In both our armies, there is many a soul

Shall pay full dearly for this encounter.

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew.

The prince of Wales doth join with all the world

Jn praise of Henry Percy : By my hopes,

—

This present entei-prize set off his head,

—

I do not think, a braver gentleman.
More active-valiant, or more valiant-young.

More daring, or more bold, is now alive.
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To grace this latter age with noble deeds.
For my part, I may speak it to ray shame,
I have a truant been to chivaliy;

And so, I hear, he doth account me too :

Yet this before ray father's majesty,
I am content, that he shall take the odds
Of his gi'eat name and estimation

;

And will, to save the blood on either side.

Try fortune with him in a single fight.

K. Hen. Aud, prince of Wales, so dare we ven-
ture thee.

Albeit, considerations infinite

Do make against it:—No, good Worcester, no.
We love our people well ; even those we love.

That are misled upon your cousin's part

:

And will they take the offer of our grace.

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man.
Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his :

So tell your cousin, and bring me word
What he will do :—But if he will not yield.

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us,

And they shall do their office. So, be gone ;

We will not now be troubled with reply

:

We offer fair, take it advisedly.
\^Exeunt fyorcesler and f-'ernon,

P. Hen. It will not be accepted, on my life :

The Doiifflas and the Hotspur both together

Are confident against the world in arms.
K.Hen . Hence,therefore,every leader to his charge;

For, on their answer, will we set on them :

And God befriend us, as our cause is just

!

\Kxcant King, Blunt, and Prince John.

Fal. Hal, if thou see me down in the battle, and
bestride me, so ; 'tis a point of friendship.

P. Hen. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that

friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell.

Fal. I would It were bed-time, Hal, and all well.

P. Hen. Why, thou owest God a death. \^E.iit.

Fal. 'Tis not due yet ; I would be loath to pay
him before his day. What need I be so forward
with him that calls not on me ? Well, 'tis nom at-

tar ; Honour pricks me on. Yea, but how if honour
prick me off when I come on how then ? Can ho-
nour set to a leg? No. Or an arm? No. Or take

away the grief of a wound ? No. Honour hath no
skill in surgery then? No. What is honour r A
word. What is in that word, honour? What is
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tKat honour? Air. A trim reckoning!—Who hath

it? He that died o'Wednesday. Doth he feel it?

No. Doth he hear it? No. Is it insensible then t

Yea, to the dead. But will it not live ivith the

living ? No. Why ? Detraction will not suffer it r

—therefore I'll none of it : Honour is a inere

Bcutcheon, aud so ends my catechism. [Ea-U,

SCENE ir.

7'he rebel camp.

KnitT WORCESTER and VERNON.
War. 0,no,niy nephew mustnotknoWjSirRichard,

The liberal kind offer of the king.

Ver. ' iVere best, he did.

JiTor, Then are we all undone.

It is not possible, it cannot be,

The king should keep his word in loving us;

He will suspect us still, and find a time

To punish this offence iu other faults :

Suspicion shall be all stuck fuU of eyes :

For treason is but trusted like the fox ;

Who, ne'er so Uime, so cberish'd, and look'd Up,

Will have a wild trick of his ancestors.

Look how we can, or sad, or merrily.

Interpretation will misquote our looks ;

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall.

The better cherish'd, still the nearer death.

My nephew's trespass may be well forgot.

It hath the excuse of youth, and heat of blood;

And an adopted name of privilege,

—

A hare-brain'd Hotspur, govem'd by a spleen:

All his offences live upon my head.

And on his father's ;—we did train him on

;

And, his corruption being ta'en from us,

We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all.

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know,
Iu any case, the ofter of the kinff.

/'er. Deliver what you will, I'll say, 'tis so.

Here comes your cousin.

Enter HOTSPUR and DOUGLAS ; and Officers

and Soldiers, behind.

Hot. My uncle is return'd :—Deliver up

My lord of Westmoreland.—Uncle, what news?
fVor. Tlie kint; will bid you battle presently.

JJoug. Defy ma by the lord of Westmoreland.
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Jfot, Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so.

Doug, Marry, and shall, and very willingly.

(Exit.
JVor. There is no seemimr mercj' in the king.
Hot. Did you beg any? God foruid

!

iVoT. I told him gently of ouv grievances.

Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus,

—

By now forswearing tliat he is forsworn :

He calls us rebels, traitors ; and will scourge
With haughty arms this hateful name m us.

Re-enter DOUGLAS.
Doug. Arm, gentlemen; to arms! for I have thrown

A brave defiance in King Henry's teeth,
And Westmoreland, that was engat^'d, did bear it ;
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on.

ff'or. The prince of Wales stepp'd forth before
the king,

And, nephew, challeng'd you to single fight.

Hot, 0, 'would the quarrel lay upon our heads

;

And that no man might draw short breath to-day.
But I, and Harry \lonmouth ! Tell me, tell me.
How show'd his tasking ? seem'd it in contempt !

f 'er. No, by my soul ; I never in my life

Did hear a challenge urg'd more modestly.
Unless a brother should a brother dare
To gentle exercise and proof of arms.
He gave you all the duties of a man ;

Trimm'd up your praises T\-ith a princely tongue ;

Spoke your deserviiigs like a chronicle

;

Making you ever better than his praise.
By still dispraising praise, valued with you

:

And, which became him like a prince indeed.
He made a blushing cital of himself;
And chid his truant youth with such a grace.
As if he master'd there a double spirit.

Of teaching, and of learning, instantly.
There did. he pause: But let me tell the world,—

•

If he outlive the envy of this day,
England did never owe so sweet a hope.
So much misconstrued in his wantonness.

Hot. Cousin, I think, thou art enamoured
Upon his follies ; never did I hear
Of any prince, so wild, at liberty :

—

But, be he as he will, yet once ere night
I will embrace him with a soldier's arm.
That he shall shrink under my courtesy.—

—
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Arinj arm, with speed: And, fellows, soldiers,

friends.

Better consider what you have to do.
Than T, that have not well the gift of tongue.

Can lift your blood up with persuasion.

E7iier n Messenger.

Jifess. My lord, here are letters for you.
1

Ifot. I cannot read them now.

—

O gentlemen, the time of life is short;

To spend that shortness basely, were too long.

If lite did ride upon .i dial's point,

Still ending at the arrival of an hour.

An if we live, we live to tread on kings ;

If die, brave death, when princes die with us

!

Now for our conscience,—the amis are fair.

When the intent of bearing them is just.

Enter another Messenger.
^

Mess. My lord, prepare ; the king comes on apace.

I/oi. I thank him, that he cuts me from my tale.

For I profess not talking; Only this

—

Let each man do his best: and here draw I

A sword, whose temper I intend to staiu

With the best blood that I can meet withal
In the adventure of this perilous day.
Now,—Esperance !—Percy!—and set on.—
Sound all the lofty instruments of war.
And by that musick let us all embrace :

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall

A second time do such a courtesy.

{ The trumpets sound. Theif embrace, and exeunt.

SCENE nr.
Plain near Shrewsbury.

Sacursions, and parties fighting. .Alarum to the

battle. Then enter DOUGLAS and BLUNT,
meeting.

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus

Thou Grossest me ? what honour dost thou seek

Upon my head ?

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas ;

And l"do haunt thee in the battle thus.

Because some tell me, that thou art a Wng.
Blunt. They tell thee true,

Z)(mp-.The lord of StatFord dear to-day hath bought

Thy likeness ;
for, instead of thee, king Harry,
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This sword hath ended him ; so shall it thee.
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner.

Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud Scot;
And thou shalt find a king, that will revenge
Lord Stafford's death.

\_Thet/ fight, and Blunt is slain.
]

Filler HOTSPUR.
^oi.ODouglasjhadst thou fought atHolmedon thus,

I never had trifimph'd upon a Scot.
Doug. All's done, all's won ; Iiere breathless lies

the liing.

Mol. Where?
Doug. Here.
I/et. This, Douglas ? no, I know this face full well

:

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt

;

Semblably furnish'd like the king himself.
Dong. A fool go with thy soul, whither it goos !

A borrow'd title hast thou bought too dear.
Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king ?

Not. The king hath many marching in his coata.
Doug. Now.bymy sword, I will kill all his coats

;
I'll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece.
Until I meet the king.

Not. Up, and away;
Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. [Eu'eunt.

Other alarums. Enter FALSTAPF.
Fal. Though I could 'scape shot-free at London,

I fear the shot here ; here's no scoring but upon th«
pate.—Soft! who art thou ? Sir Walter Blunt;—
there's honour for you : Here's no vanity !—I am as
hot as molten lead, and as heavy too : God keep
lead out of me I I need no more weight than mine
own bowels.—I have led my raggamufBns where
they are peppered : there's but three of my hundred
and fifty left alive ; and they are for the town's end,
to beg during life. But who comes here ?

Enter Prince HENRY.
P. Hen. What, stand's! thou idle here 7 lend me

thy swnrd :

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff

Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies.
Whose deaths are unreveug'd ; i*r'ythee, lend thy

sword

.

Fal. O Hal, I pr'ythee, give me leave to breathe
a while.—Turk Gregory never did such deeds in
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arms, as I have done tWs day. I have paid Percy,

I have made him sure.

P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to Icill thee.

I

Lend me thy sword, I pr'ythee.

FaL Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be alive, thoa

gei-'st not my sword ; but take my pistol, ifthou wilt.

P. Hen. Give it me : What, is it in thy case ?

Fal. Ay, Hal ; 'tis hot, 'tis hot ; there's that will

sack a city. {7'he Prince drams out a bottleofsack.

P. Hen. What, is't a time to jest and dally now?
[Throws it at htm, and eait.

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive, I'll pierce him. If

he do come in my way, so : if he do noi, if I come
in his, willingly, let him make a carbonado of me.
I like not such grinning honours as sir Walter hath :

Give me life : which if I can save, so ; if not, ho-

pour comts unlooked for, and there's an end.

SCENE IV.

Anather part of the field.

Alarums. Excursions. Enter the King, Prince

HliNRV, Prince JOHN, and WESTMORE-
LAND.
K.Hen. I pr'ythee,

Harry, withdraw thyself; thou bleed'st too much :—
Lord Johil of Lancaster, go you with him.

P. John. Not I, my lord, unless 1 did bleed too.

P. Hen. 1 do beseech your majesty, make up.

Lest your retirement do amaze your friends.

K. Hen. I will do so:—
My lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent.

fVest. Come,my lord, I will lead you to your tent.

P. Hen. Lead me,mylordT I do not need your help:

And lieaven forbid, a shallow scratch should drive

The prince of Wales from such a field as this

;

Where stain'd nobility lies trodden on.

And rebels' arms triumph in massacres

!

P.John. We breathe too long :—Come, cousin

Westmoreland,
Our duty this way lies ; for God's sake, come.

\_Eaettnt Prince John and fVestmoreland.

P. Hen. By heaven, thou hast deceiv'd me, Lan-
caster,

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit

:

Before, I lov'd thee as a brother, John
;

1 But now, I do respect thee as my soul.
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JC. Hen. I saw him hold lord Percy at the point!
j

With lustier maintenance than I did look for |

'

Of such ail ungrown -warrior.

P. Hen, O, this boy
Lends mettle to us all. \Ej:it,

Alarums, Enter DOLTGLAS. i

23o«fl".Another kin^! they grow likeHydra's headsaj
I am the Douglas, tatal to all those,

[

That wear those colours on them.—What art thoui
That counterfeit's t the person of a king (

K. Hen. Theking, himself ; who, Douglas, grievei i

at heart.

So many of his shadows thou hast met, ;

And not the very king. X have t%vo boys.
Seek Percy, and thyself, about the field :

But, seeing thou fall'st on me so luckily,

I will assay thee'; so defend thyself.

Doug. I fear, thou art another counterfeit

;

And yet, in faith, thou bear'st thee like a king :

But mine, I am sure, thou art, whoe'er thou be, ,

And thus I win thee,

[^Tket/ Jight\ the King leing in danger, enter

Prince Henry.
P. //crt.Holdup thy headjvile Scot,or thou art like

Never to hold it up again ! the spirits

Of Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms :

It is the prince of Wales that threatens thee

;

Who never promiseth but he means to pay.

—

[ 77ie!/ fight, Douglas Jties*
Cheerly, my lord ; How fares your grace ?—
Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent.
And ao hath Clifton ; I'll to Clifton straight.

K. lien. Stay, and breathe a while:
Thou hast redeemed thy lost opinion;
And show'd, thou mak'st some tender of my life.

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me.
P. Hen. O heaven ! they did me too much injury.

That ever said, I hearken'd to your death.
If it were so, I might have let alone
The insulting hand of Douglas over you ;

Which would have been as speedy in your end.
As all the poisonous potions in the world.
And sav'd the treacherous labour of your son, I

K.Hen. Make up to Clifton, I'll to sir Nicholas
Gawsey. \Exit King Henry.
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Enter HOTSPUR.
I

Hot. If I mistalce not, thou art Harry Moomouth.
PMm. Thou speak'st as if I would denymy name.
Hot. My name is Harry Percy.

P. Hen. Why, then I aeo

A very valiant rebel of the name.
I am the prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy,

To share with me the gloi y any more

:

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere

;

Nor can one England brook a double reign,

\
Of HariT' Percy and the prince of Wales,

i Hot. Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come
) To end the one of us ; And 'would to God,
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine

!

I P. Hen. I'll make it greater, ere I part from thee;

And all the budding honours on thy crest

I'll crop, to mtike a garland for my head.

Hut. 1 caa no longer brook thy vanities.

{The^j/ght.

Enter FALSTAFF.
FaL Well said, Hal! to it, Hal !—Nay, you

shall find no boy's play here, 1 can tell you.

Enter DOUGLAS ; he/gkls with Falstajf, who falls
down as if he were deaa, andea.it Douglas. Hot~
spur is wounded, and falls.

Hot. O, Harry, thou hast rohb'd me of my youth:
I better brook the loss of brittle life,

Thau those proud titles thou hast won of me
;

They wound my thoughts, worse than thy swoid
my flesh :

' But thought's the slave of life, and life time's fool

;

I

And time, that takes survey of all the world,
I Must have a stop. O, I could prophesy,
' But that the earthy and cold hand of death
I Lies on my tongue ;—No, Percy, thou ai't dust,

!
Aud food for • [Dies.

' P. Hen. For worms, brave Percy : Fare thee well,

great heart!

—

' lU-weav'd ambition, liow much art thou shrunk !

j

When that this body did contain a spirit,
' A kiui^dom for it was too small a bound

;

j

But now, two paces of the vilest earth

I Is room enough :—This earth, that bears thee dead.
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman.
If thou wevt sensible of courtesy,

I should not make so dear a show of zeal:—
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But let my favours hide tKy mangled face !

And, even in tHy behalf, I'U thank myself
For doing these fair rites of tenderness.
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven

!

Thy ignomy sleep with thee in the grave.
But not remember'd in thy epitaph !—

U^e sees Falsiaf on the ground.
What

!
old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh

Keep in a litUe life? Poor Jack, farewell !

I could have better spar'd a better man.
O, I should have a lieavy miss of thee.
If I were much in love with vanity.
Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day.
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray :

—

Embowell'd will I t,ee thee by and by
;

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. [Eait.
Fal. \_Rising slowlj/.l Embowelled ! if thou em-

bowel me to-day, I'll give you leave to powder me,
and eat me too, to-morrow. 'Sblood, 'twas time
to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot had paid'
me scot and lot too. Counterfeit! I lie, I am no
counterfeit: To die, is to be a counterfeit; for he,
is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the
life of a man ; but to counterfeit dying, when ai
man thereby liverti, is to be no counterfeit, but thai
true and perfect image of life indeed . The better part
of valour is—discretion ; in the which better part, I
have saved my life. 'Zounds, I am afraid of this
gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : How, if he
should counterfeit too, and rise ? I am afraid he
would prove the better counterfeit. Therefore, I'W
make him sure : yea, and 1*11 swear I kill'd him.
Why may not he rise, as well as I? Nothing con-
futes me but eyes, and nobody sees me. Therefore,
sirrah, {Stabding him.'] with a new wound in your
thigh, come you along with me.

\_7'akes Hotspur on ?iis back.

Re-enter Prince HENRY, and Prince JOHT^.
P: Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely hast

thou flesh'd
Thy maiden sword.
P.John. But, soft! whom have we here?

Did you not tell me. this fat man was dead ?

P. Hen. I did ; I saw him dead, breathless and
bleeding

^

Upon the ground.—
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An thou alive? or Ss it phantasy
ThEt plays upon our eyesight ! I pr'ythee, spealv

;

"Wewill not trust our eyes, without our ears :

—

Thoi art not what thou seem*st.
Fd. No, that's certain ; I am not a double man ;

hut fib' not Jack Falstaff, then am I a Jack-
Then is Percy: {^Tkrowing the hody doicn.^ if

your father will do me any honour, so ; if not, let

him kill the next Percy himself. I look to be
eitlie: earl or duke, I can assure you.
P. Hen. Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw

thee iead.

Fai. Didst thou T—Lord, lord, how this world
is given to lying !—I grant yon, I was down, and
out cf breath ; and so was he : but we rose both at

an instant, and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury
clock. If I may be believed, so : if not, let them,
that should reward valour, bear the sin upon their

own heads. I'll take it upon my death, I gave
him this wound in the thigh : if the man were
alive, and would deny it, I would make him eat a
piece of my sword.
P. John. This is the strangest tale that e'er I heard.
P. Hen. This is the strangest fellow, brother

John.
Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back :

Tor my part, if a lie may do thee grace,
I'll gild it with the happiest terms I have.

[A retreat is sounded.
The trumpet sounds retreat, the day is ours.
Come, brother, let's to the highest of the field.

To see what friends are living, who are dead.
'iExeunt Prince Henri;, and Prince JoJm.

Fal. I'll follow, as they say, for reward. He
that rewards me, God reward him ! If I do grow
great, I'll groxv less ; for I'll purge, and leave sack,
and live cleanly, as a nobleman "should do.

[^Erit, bearing the body.

SCENE V.

Another part cf thefield.

The trumpets sound. Enter Kin^ HENRY, Prince
HRNRY, yw^ceJOHN, WESTMORELAND,
and Others, with WORCESTER, and VERNON,
prisoners.

A'. Hen. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke.

—
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Ill-spirited Worcester ! did we not send grace,
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you ?

And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary?
Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman's trust T

Three knights upon our party slain to-day,
A nohle earl, and many a creature else.

Had been alive this hour.
If, like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne
Betwixt our armies true intelligence.

ffor. What I have done, my safety urg'd ne to;
And I embrace this fortune patiently.

Since not to be avoided it falls on me.
JiT. i/tfn. Bear Worcester to the. death, and Ver

non too :

Other oftienders tfe will pause upon.—
\_EaeU7it JVorcester and Vernon, guarded.

How goes the Held i

P. lien. The noble Scot,lordDouglas,whente3aw
The fortune of the day quite tuni*d from him.
The noble Percj' slain, and all his men
Upon the foot ot fear,—fled with the rest

;

And, falling from a hill, ho was so bruis'd.
That the pursuers took him. At my tent
The Douglas is ; and I beseech your grace,
I may dispose of him.

JC. Hen. With all my heart,
P. Hen. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you

This honourable bounty shall belong;
Go to the Douglas, anc deliver him
Up to his pleasure, ransomless, and free

:

His valour, shown upon our crests to-day.
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds.
Even in the bosom of our adversaries.
K.Hen. Then this remains,—that we divide ou;

power.

—

You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland,
Towards York shall bend you, with your dearest

speed.
To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop.
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms ;

Myself,—and'youjson Harry,—will towards Wales,
To fight with Glendower, and the earl of March.
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway,
Meetintj the check of such another day:]
And since this business so fair is done.
Let us not leave till all our own be won. \Exeunt.
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